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Io the R. or HonoUuRABLE . 
Counteſs of Hertford. 


MADAM, 


HAVE now the Honour of 
preſenting a COMEDY to 
Tour Ladyſhip, which has 
not in it one indecent Ex- 

preſſion, nor one im moral 
Thought. This, perhaps, 
„ may give it no Advantage 

on the Stage, ſince it happens to be ſo di- 

rely contrary to the uſual Repreſentations 

there ; but (what is a much greater Glory). 
it will be the moſt powerful Recommendati- 
on to the Favour and Protection of Your 


Ladyſhip, and is a Circumſtance without 
4 W 


anne 


which I could never have preſum'd to offer 
it to your Peruſal. Your Ladyſhip- has too 


diſcerning and juſt a Taſte to approve even 
of the moſt witty Performances, if they 
have the leaſt Tendency to corrupt the 
Mind; and Tour Candor is ſufficient to 
excuſe a great many Defects in an Enter- 
tainment which employs no Arts to pleaſe, 
but ſuch as are honeſt and innocent. 
Moliere, MA DAM, is, properly, the Au- 
thor of this Play: for moſt of the Scenes in 
it are tranſlated from one or other of his 
Comedies; and the only little Merit J pre- 
tend to, is, that of having work'd them up 
into one Plot, and made them unite in car- 


rying on the ſame Deſign. But, even this, 
1 hope, may be of ſome Service towards re- 


ſtoring Good Senſe and Decency, and help 
to prove that Comedy may be entertaining 
without the leaſt mixture of Ribaldry or 
Profanenels. | 
That amiable Goodneſs and Humility, in 


the midſt of Courts and Grandeur, for | 


which Your Ladyſhip is ſo deſervedly re- 


markable, have embolden'd ine to make 
this humble Offering, and ſeek for Shelter | 


under Your great Name.— Whither ſhould 

the Muſes fly, but to thoſe who know them, 
and love them becauſe they know them? 
—Few, indeed, have a Taſte ſufficiently de- 
licate to find a pleaſure in their Acquam- 
tance, or Greatneſs of Soul enough to give 
them Protection; and, amongſt thoſe Few, 


how juſtly do you ſtand the foremoſt !— 
| | Titles, 
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TEDICATION. 


Titles. Riches, Dignities, are poſſeſs'd by 


many; but to wear them gracefully, to en- 
joy them truly, unenvy'd, belov'd, rever'd 
by all, 1s the peculiar Happineſs of Lady 
HERTFORD, who, ſuperior as ſhe is in 
Honours and Perſonal Qualities, is till 
more ſuperior in the-Emvelliſhments of the 
Mind, and in the Practice of every eminent 
and graceful Virtue. | 

That Heaven may long bleſs Mankind 
with ſo bright a Pattern of real Worth and 
true Greatneſs, is the zealous Wiſh of, 


MADAM, 
Tour Lali ßig moſt obliged and 


| Moſt devoted humble Servant, 
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Rad Detcl) 
Spoken by Mr. MIL LS, Senior. 


IN. ſome fair Garden, <yberethe vernal Showers | 
Have bleſs'd the Soil, and rais'd the blooming Flowers, 
e anxious Lover qvalks with curious He, 
And marks and culls *em as he paſſes by ; 
From each gay Border he ſeletts the beſt, 
And forms a Noſegay for his Flora's Breaſt. 
With equal Pleaſure, and ith equal Care, 
From the rich Treaſures of the great Moliere, 
The Author of Jo- night has bore aqvay 
The carious Parts, which form the following Play, 
No Merit 16 Eimlolt ba dates to claim; | 
And hopes you'll think that be deſerves no Blame. 
But O] ii, bold, in this cenſorious Age, 
To dare to bring pure Nature on the Stage ; 
When Jaſte and Writing both are ſunk ſo low, 
That nought's produc'd or lik'd but Song and Shop. 
In Johnſon's, Fletcher”s, and great Shakeſpear's Days, 
To Seuſeand Virtue Poets tun d their Lays, 
For Senſe and Virtue then avere ſure of Praiſe : 
Genius was then the Soul of Poeſy ; | 5 
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Nature the Miſtreſs, alavays in its Eye ; 

And Wit the Maid, whom it addreſs'd her by. 
But in this ſcribling, Monſfter-breeding Age, 
Nature and Senſe are baniſh*d from the Stage ; 
To charm the Eye or Ear is made the whole, 

And none or dares, or aims to touch the Soul: 

For This, our Bard aſſumes the Doctor's Part, 
In hopes to reach that Gangrene of the Heart : 

A Doſe he brings, 4yhere every Drug finds Place, 
That's jude'd of Service in the deſp'rate Caſe. 
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I bort, good Sirs, To-Night wwe aff a Play, © 
(That's far, far diff rent from the modern WW ay ; 
go very different, it has not got 
One ſingle Simile, and but one Plot; | 

o courtly Phraſe to hide the amt of J hought, 
Nor dubious Feſt, with meqgpleſs Meanings fraug hi; 

ha ſte Wit and ſolid Senſe alone are juin l,, 
Fit for the modeſt Ear, and manly Mind. | 
| Let e950” was} at Mode ſty's Expence, 

nd barter Virtue for the Joys of Senſe; 

uch mean, pernicious Arts, cue ſcorn, nor dare 

orrupt the Heart to gratify the Ear : | 

o makes. Inſtruction Partner with Delight, 0 

Shall be our Care by Day, our Thoughts by Night ; 
This gladly wwe nr only away | 

our boundleſs Favours we can eer repay's T 
{cept then, with a kind indulgent Smile, 


This firſt-fruit Offering of our grateful Toil. 


Dramatis 


 Dramatis Ferſonæ. 


M1 E N. 
Sir Brains Hippiſh, 5%" Ar. Griffin, EM 
Heartwell, bis Brother, ' Mr. Mills, Senior. 


e fe Coping $26 w Mill 

8 Phyſician to me th. Johnſon, 

Dr. Diaſcordium, another Phy- 

N Headpiece, Eſq; 8 a | 8 a 9 
pbec to Dr. Mummy. ; : Cibher. 

Mr. Galleypot, an Apothecary, Ar. Harper. 


To 1 an AY; 5 Mr. Sheppard. 
oleph, a Country-Fellow, Ser- 
van to 8 5. EH. Tench, 
Poet, Mr. Oates. | I 
Conſtable, | „ r. Hallam » Senior. 
. WOMEN. e 


% 


Lady Hippiſh, ſecond Wife to | 
4 Cred lens Te ; Mrs, Butler. 0 


C 
B Danger „ Sir Cre- 5 Mrs. P Pritchard. C 


Ag Cre 4 A Daughter te Sir A. Robin fs 


\ Primroſe, Belina' 4 Maid, Mrs. Heron. 5 


SCE N E, Groſvenor-Square. 
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Doctor the Diſeaſe. 


2235658525885 828549 
ACTI L' SCENE'L 
SCENE, Sir Credulous Hippiſh's Houſe, 

BELINA, PRIMROSE. 


BE LIN &, 


RIMROSE! 

Prim. Madam, 

Belina. Look on me a little. 

Prim. Well, I = look on you, 

Belina. Prinvoſe | 

Prim. Well, what would you have with Primroſe ! 
— Can't you guels ? 

Prim 


— — — 


The Mot her- in- Law; or, 


Prim. Some talk, I ſuppoſe, of our new Acquain- 


10 


- tance, Mr. Beaumont. | 


Belina. Since you knew that, Primroſe, why did 
not you begin to talk of him firft, and fpare me the 
pains of forcing thee upon it? | 

Prim. Y ondon't give me time to do it: You are fo 
very induſtrious in that Point, *tis a hard Matter to be 
beforehand with your | wo 

Belina, I own, that I can never be tir'd of ſuch an 
agreeable Subject; and, as you are the only Perſon I 
dare diſcover my Inclinations to 

Prim. Trae : Come then, you ſhall have a breathing 
Bout begin preſently tho* and be as ſhort as 
poſhble, for your Father, you know, at this time of 
Day, is wanting ſome Slop or other every Moment; 
and if he were to take but a Baſon of Gruel leſs than 
his Doctors preſcribe him, the very Thoughts of it 
would kill him. Come, what wonld you ſay ? 

- KBelina. Tell me, Primroſe, doſt thou blame me for 
the good Opinion I have of him? | 
Prim. No, no, d'ye think I'm a Fool? | 
Belina. Would you have me inſenfible to all his Vows 
and Proteſtations of Affection? 
Prim. Lack-a day! No. | 

Belina. Pr'ythee tell me now, don't you really 
think there was ſomething of Deſtiny in the odd Ad- 
venture that brought us acquainted ? | 

Prim. Certauily. 

Belina, Was there not ſomething uncommonly gen- 


| reel and brave in that Action of reſcuing me, without 


; knowing any thing of me? 

Prin. True. ; 

Belina. And was it poſſible for any one to make a 
more generous Uſe of it? | * 

Friw. Agreed. 

Relina. Then you can't but think him very handſom, 
Primroſe ? 55 | 

Prim. Moſt certainly. | 

Felina, Then he talks, Primreſe, he talks like an 
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The Doctor the Diſeaſe, 11 


Prim. Good But come, hae you nothing new 
to ſay of him? I've had all this fifty times over al- 


ready. 


'S 


Belina, But, my dear Primroſe, doſt thou believe he 
is ſo much in love with me as he pretends to be? 
Prim. Um! Troth that's not abſolutely to be depend - 
ed upon: The Shew of Love is very like the Reality, 
and I've ſeen Actors of that Part who have perform'd 
it to a Miracle. | 

Belina. Well, I can't poſſibly ſuſpe& him of the 
leaft Deceit in the Manner he ſpeaks. 7 ; 
Prim. In the Manner you hear, I believe not. But 
this Goon will ſoon be clear'd up. The Reſoluti- 
on he hath taken, as he writ you Yeſterday, to ask 
your Father's Conſent, will ſoon diſcover if his Pro- 
png be real or not. That will be a Proof in- 
deed. - | | | 

Belina. My Father can certainly have no Objection 
to the Propoſal ; he can never be againſt it, ſure, 
Prim. That's not as he will himſelf. You know how 
finely he's manag*d by his old Doctor, and young Wife. 
—  -- Oh that Mother of yours, Madam! that 
Mother-in-Law, I mean of yours, 1s a fad Jade, with 
Reverence be it ſpoken; her daily Buſineſs, ever fince 
ſhe came into the Houſe, has been to wheedle and 
cheat the fond old Gentleman of all that he has; and 
her daily Prayers, that, as ſoon as ſhe has got all, ſhe 
may tumble him into l is Coffin. | 

Belina, I'm as well convinced of her Prejudice to 
me, as of her Power over = Father; all my Hopes, 


therefore, are K* in you, Primroſe. 


Prim, We'll do our beſt, Her fawning Ladyſhip 
tries all ways to gain me over to her Intereſt, but ſhe 
may ſpare her Pains ; I don't care for cheating, ex- 
cept in Love and at Cards, But we have ſtaid 


Irattling here too long, I ſhall be knock'd o' the Head. 


Belina. But hold, Primroſe, can't you by ſome means 
or other ſound my Father, to find whether Beaumont 
has made any Application to him or not ? | 


a „ 


Prim. 


12 The Mother-in-Law ; 3 or 
Prim. Bleſs me what Haſte you are in ! Why, you 


had better ſend him word to come and do it immedi- 
ately, if you can't live another Day without him. 


| Belina. Sure, Primroſe, you have never known what 


tis to be in Love! 

Prim. Yes, yes, I have; and I know what tis to 
pity poor Souls that are —So come along with me 
into ſome Room where we may hear your Father's Bell, 
and there we'll talk a little more about him, Ha, ha, 
ha, e Erxeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Sir Credulous diſcover d in an Eaſy-Chair, by a Table, 
en <vhich are Phials, Galleypots, Bolus's, &c. and a 

large File of Apothecaries Bills,————— $ir Credulous 
Having a long Apothecary s Bill in his Hand, which he is 
_ coſting up. | 


Sir Cred. Three and two's Five, and five's Ten; 
Three and two's Five. [Taking off bis Spectacles, and 
feehing.)} O lack! Olack ! I profeſs it is a grievous Fa- 
tizue to examine-and caſt up one's Apothecary's Bills, 
It does one almoſt as much harm as all the Phy fick in 


em did one good, and yet this is but of a moderate 
But I've juſt got thro it [Putting on 


Loength 
his Spectacles again.] 
Stomatick, Corroborative, Bolus, compos'd ſecundum 
Artem, to expel, diſſipate and evacuate his Worſhip's 
ill Humours, 6s. 6 d There's one thing in my Apo- 
thecary which pleaſes me much, aud that is, his Bills 
are always mighty civil : His Worſhip's ill Hu- 
mours, 6 5.6 d Ay, but Mr. Galleypot, it is not 
enough to be civil, you ſhould be a little reaſonable too, 


[tem the 29th, an "Fant 


and not to flea your poor Patients; 6s. 6 d. for a Bolus! | 


your Servant for that; you never reckon'd me more in 
your Bills than 5 s. and 5 s. in the Language of an Apo- 
thecary, is as muchas to ſay half a Crown there it is 
then, half a Crown. —Iiem the ſaid Day at Night, 
an Hepatick, Soporifick, Somuiferous Julep, com- 
pos'd to make his Worſhip fleep, 2 5. 6 d.——1I don't 


complain of that, for it made me ſleep — 
| the 


enn .. 


42 


ey mo 


the Jef ond deterſive Clyſter, compos'd of double 
Catholicon, Rhubarb, Mel Roſatum, &c. according to 
Dr. Mammy's Preſcription, to waſh, ſcour, cleanſe, and 


What! 


deterge his Worſhip's Adomen, 4 s 6 4. 


. 45. 6 4, for a Clyſter! You jeſt, you jeſt, Mr. Galley- 


ot ; you ſhould uſe your Patients with ſome Huma- 
nity,.: If this be your way of treating People, one 


would be ſick no longer: Put down, pur down 3 5. if 


— 


you pleaſe. Three and two's five, and five's ten, 
and ten's twenty; twenty and ten's thirty, and five 
thirty-five Sum Total for the Month of December 
5: Thirty-five Pounds ſeven Shillings and ſix Pence.— 
I'm glad we are ſo moderate. Let me ſee then, 
in this Month I have taken but one, two, three, four- 
ave, fix, ſeven, eight Purgative, Medicines ; and one, 
two, three, four, five, ſix, ſeyen,, eight, nine, ten, 
eleven, twelve Bottles of Cordial Julep ; and laſt Month, 
I took Twelve of the one, and Tweuty of the other. I 
don't wonder that I'm not ſo well this Month as I was 
the laſt, Ha! I feel the Effects of my Omiſſion already; 
I'm ſeiz'd all over with a ſhivering | Fit. Where's 
Primroſe? Where are they all? My ſpeaking's to no 
purpoſe, I'm always leſt alone, [ Rings a Bell. ] They 
are deaf: Primroſe ! [ Rings.) My Bell's not loud e- 
nough. [Rings] Is it poſſible they could leave a poor 


| fick Creature all alone in this manner? Oh miſerable ! 


O Heavens! they'll let me die here. [Rings Jowder.} 1 
Why Primroſe ! I ſay. ; f 
Enter Primroſe. | 
Prim. Here I am, Sir. 
Sir Cred. Ah, you Slut! Ah, you Baggage! T7 
Prim, [ Pretending to have hurt her Head.} The Duce 
nad your Impatience for me, ringing at ſich 3 rate 
you have made me break my Head againſt the Window- 


| ſhutter, I'm ture, hurrying one ſo. 


Fir Cred. Ah, Traitreſs! 


— 


Prim. Oh! On! (hing, to prevent his Scoldings 


Sim Cred. Tis a — 
Prim. Ohl hl! 
Sir Cred. Tis an Hou. 
Prim. Oh! Oh! : 

Sir Cred. 


i 6 : : 5 * 


14 The Mother in Law; or, 
Sir Cred. Hold your. ſaucy Tongue, that I may ſcold 
at thee, or Il - | 
Prim. I like that indeed, after what I have done to 

my ſelf. | | 950 

Sir red. Thou haſt made me bawl my Throat fore, 
Gipſy. | owe gon. | 

Prim. And you have made me break my Head; fo 
ſet one againſt t*other, and we are quit. 

Sir Cred. How, Confidence! * 

Prim. If you ſcold, I'll cry. 
| Sir Gred. To leave me, you Jade — 

Prim. Oh! Oh! 

Sir Cred. Again! I ſhall run mad! Why, you pert, 
braſen, abominable, provoking Monſter, ſhan*t I have 
the Pleaſure of Scolding at thee neither? 

Prim. If you have the Pleaſure of Scolding, *tis but 
fair that I ſhould have the Pleaſure of crying; one's 
as reaſonable a Pleaſure as t'other. | 
Sir Gred Well, well, ha“ done Take away theſe | 
things here, and ſee you get me my Gruel ready. '* 

Prim. Ay, this Dr. Mummy and Mr. Galleypot divert 

themſelves finely, at the Expence of your Carcaſe. 
They have a race Milch-Cow of you; and I'd glad! 
know what Diſtemper you have, that your Maw mu 
be thus perpetually ſtuff d with Phyſick. 

Sir Cred. Peace, Ignorance. Tisn't for you to con- 
tradiCt the Preſcriptions of Art, Go, call my Daugh- | h 
ter Belina here, I've ſomething to ſay to her, 

Prim. She's here already, Sir. 
Ver Belina. : 
Sir Cred. Come here, Belina, I want to ſpeak with 
ou. 
? Belina. J wait your Pleaſure, Sir. 

Sir Cred. Why, I've a Piece of News to tell you; 
that perhaps you little expect, Girl. Here's a Match, ar 
you muſt know, propos'd to me for yon You 
{mile at but naming Matrimony Ah, Nature, Na- 


— 


hat. ant r ti 8 


| 
| 
| 
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| 
| 


ture ! By what I perceive then, Girl, I need not ask 
ou if you are willing or not. „ 
Belina. I'm ready, Sir; to ſubmit to any thing that 
you ſhall command me.. I find Beaumont has been 
with him. | . [fide to Primroſe. 
| | Sir 


De Doctor the Diſeaſe. | 
Sir Cred. m glad to find I've ſuch a dutiful Daugh- 
ter; for I have reſolved on the thing, and given my 
Word for it, | 
Prim Ay, this is ſomething like now; *tis the wiſeſt 
Action you ever did in your Lite. | 
Sir Cred. I have not ſeen the Gentleman yet, but 
I'm told that he'll be every way to the Satisfaction of 
us both. 
Belina. That, Sir, I'm certain of; for I have ſeen 
him already, | . ; 
Sir Ceed. Seen him! why, I did not know he was 
come to Town yet. | 
HBelina. Since your Conſent, Sir, encourages me to 
diſcover my Inclinations, you muſt know that good For- 
tune hath lately brought us acquainted, and that the 


Propoſal which has been made to you, is the Effect of 


that Eſteem which at the firſt Interview we concety?d 
for one another. 8 


Sir Cred. That's more than I knew; but I'm glad 


on't; ſo much the better that things go fo ſmoothly, 
— He's a ſtrapping jolly Youth, I'm told, 
Belina. He's well made, Sir. | 
Sir Cred. Agreeablein his Perſon, 

Belina. Moſt agree able. 

Sir Cred. Well accompliſh'd. 

Belina. In the higheſt Degree. 

Sir Ged. Um! Why, that's ſurpriſing in one that 
has been born and bred at th: Land's End. 

Belina. Born and bred at the Lands End. Sir | 
Sir Cred. Ay, ſo Dr. Mummy tells me. 

Belina. Does Dr. Mummy know him, Sir? 

Sir Cred. A pretty Queſtion indeed! He may w 
know him, I think, when he's his Nephew. 

Belina. Beaumont Dr. Mummy's Nephew ! 

Sir Cred. Beaumont! I'm talking of the Perſon you 
are to marry. | Is 
Belina. Very well, 

Sir Crea. And that's the Nephew of Dr. Mummy, 
the young Corniſh Squire; his Name is Looby, not Beau- 
mont. Dr. Mummy, Mr. Galleybet, and my ſelf, made 
up the Match; and this Afternoon he's expected in 

own, when he will be introduced to me by his 

| C2 Uncle. 


15 
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16 The Mot her- in- Law; or 
Uncle. —— Fah! What's the matter? Why, yon 
are ſur pris d! e +4 
Felina. Why to ſay the Truth, Sir, yon have all 
| 55 while been talking of one Perſon, and I of ano- 
ther. | | 
Prim. Sure, Sir, you have no ſuch ridiculous Inten- 
tention. A Lady of her Education and Fortune, to be 
tied to a Corniſh Numps! | | 
Sir Cred, What Buſineſs have you to be meddling, 

" Impudence ? Eu | 

Prim. Lard, Sir, don't fall immediately into your 
Invectives; can't we reaſon the Thing together with. 
out being in a Paſhon ? Let us talk about it in cool 

Blood. What Reaſon can you give for this prepoſte- 
rous Match, pray? _ 46K | 

Sir Cred, My Reaſon's this; That finding my ſelf 
infirm and fickly, as I am, I would gladly have fo 
able a Phyſician as Dr. Mummy, related to me, that I 
might have in my own Family ſome Aſſiſtance againſt 
my Maladies, and now and then make one at a Conſul- 
tation my ſelf. | | 

Prim. Very well 
on Honour really ſick? . 

Sir Cred. How Huſly ! am I ſick! am I really ſick, 

Impudence ! | 

Prim. Well, well, Sir, you are fick then; we 
won't quarrel about that. Ves, you are very ſick, and 
more ſo than you think for, that's ee But your 
Daugbter is to marry for her ſelf, and ſhe not being 

fick, wants no Dr. Mummy for her Relation. 

Sir Cred. But I do, Miſtreſs; are you anſwer'd now ? 
Beſides, This Mr. Looby is Dr. Mummy's only Heir, 
who'll ſettle his whole Eftate on him, in conſideration 
of this Marriage, and Dr. Mummy has a good Five 
Thouſand a Year. 2 

Prim, Mercy onus ! what a world of People muſt he 
have kill'd to get ſuch an Eſtate ! © | 

$ir Cred. Why you horrible, impudent hold 
your Peace. I'm reſoly'd on this Match, and 

Belina. But, Sir, you won't ſurely ——— : 

Prim. O! don't mind it, Madam; your Father is 
but in jeſt. a 55 Fo 

ir 


But, Sir, tell me, are you up- 


mM; 


di 


The Doctor the Diſeaſe. * 
35 ved. Lam not in jeſt, Minx, I. ain reſolvd upon 


A O fy ! don't talk ſo. 

Sir Cred. Not talk ſo 

Prim. No. 

Sir Cred. Why fo, Huſly ? 

Prim. They'll ſay you dot know what you talk. 

Sir Cred. They may ſay what they pleaſe, but I'll 
make her obey. 

Prim, You won't indeed. 

Sir Cred. Hey-day ! this is pleafant- enough ! IL. ſhan't 
diſpoſe of my own Daughter as I pleaſe! 

Prim. No, Itell you, 

Sir Cred. Who ſhall hinder me, Huſly.? 

Prim. Yourſelf, Sir; you won't — the Heart to 
do it, your tatherly Tenderneſs won't let you. : 

Sir Cred. Don't let her depend upon that. 

Prim. Ah! dear Sir; Tis but her ſhedding a few 
mollifying Tears, throw ing her pretty Arms about 

our Neck, a dear Papa, with a Sigh, a _ and a 

nend the Buſineſs is done. 

Sir Cred. I tell you I'm not to be mov'd. 

Prim. Lack- a-day ! don't I know you ; you are nas 
turally good-humour'd ? 

Sir Cred. I'm not good-humour*d* I'm 1lhumour'd. 
when I have a mind to?t, and | 
Prim. Softly, ſoftly, Sir; you are ſick, and ſhould 

not be in a Paſſion, 
Sir Cred, I command her abſolutely to prepare to take 
the Husband I deſign for her. 
iy Prim, And I abſolutely forbid * to do any ich 
ing. 
Sir Cred Why you inſojent Baggage, Il cane you 
heartily. (Running after her. 
Prim. ;Tis my Duty to oppoſe a thing that would 
make you ridiculous. [ Running from him, 
Sir Cred Come hither, come hither ; I'll teach you 
to prate. 
Running round the Chair <vith bis Cane in 15 Hand. 
Prim. No, ſhe ſhan't marry this Squire * ſhe 
was never made for a Corniſi Hug. 
Sir Cred. Belina, hold that Jade for me. 


Belina- 


+ , The Mother-in- Law; or, 
- Belina. Dear sir, don't diſorder your ſelf, you'll in. 


creaſe your Illneſs. | - p 
Fir Cred. If yon don't hold her, I'II not give you 


my * 
Prim. And I'll diſinherit her, if ſhe does. | 
Sir Cred. Oh! Oh! I can hold nolonger ——I ſhall' mn 
faint, I ſhall die. | * 
LT hrocving himſelf, into his Eaſy-Chaiy p 
Ener Lady Hippiſh, th 
Al! my Dear; come hither, come hither. - 
-Lady Hip. What ails my poor Dear? = 
Sir Cred. Ah! my Love, come hither and help-me, He 
Lacy Hip. What's the matter, my dear Child ? bo 


Sir Cred. Love. | 
Lady Hip. Well, my Love, 2 
Sir Cred. Oh! Oh 7! they have been teizinga poor In 
infirm: and weakly Creature here, out of the ſmall . 


matter of Life and Spirits he has left. for 
Lady 120 Alas! my poor dear Chucky; and hoy I 
pray, my Dove? - | | thi 


Sir Gred.. Your Jade, Primroſe, is grown more im- Is 
pudent than ever. 
1 Hip. Don't put your ſelf into a Paſſion, my JP® 

ife. 

Sir Cred, She has made me mad, my Dear. 

Lady Hip. Softly, my Child. l 

Sir Cred. She has been contradicting me this Hour | 
about things that 
Tad Hip. So, ſo, ſoftly, ſoftiy. | ; #4 

Sir Gred. And has had the Impudence to tell me that J _* 
Pm not fick, when you know, .my Heart, how it 1s 
with me. | 

Lady Hip. Ves, my Heart, I know that you are very He. 
feeble and weak. - N | 

Sir Ered. That Jade will kill me; ſhe's the Cauſe of. 
all the Choler I breed; and I have defired, I know fel 
not how often, that ſhe might be turn'd away. 
Lady Hip. Alas! Child, there are no Servants but hay 
have their Faults, we muſt endure their bad Qualitic wy 

\ | that 
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hat we may have the Uſe of their good ones.. 
Primroſe, come here; What's the Reaſon that you 
put your Maſter in ſuch a Paſſion ? : | 
Prim. 1 Madam! alas! I don't know what you 
mean; I'm ſure I think of nothing but to pleaſe 
11A EX 3 
Sir Cred Ay. my Dear, doſt thou believe her? ſhe's 
a diſſembling Devil, ſhe. has ſaid a thouſand inſolent 
things to me. | ; | | 

Lady Hip. I believe you, my Soul; but compoſe 

r ſelf a little, Hark'e, Primroſe, if you ever pro- 
voke your Maſter thus again, I'll turn you out of Doors. 
Here, give me his Fur Gown and his Pillows, that I 
may ſet him eaſy in his Chair. You fit I don's know 
how. Pall your Nightcap well over your Ears. There's 

nothing givesgPeople cold ſo much as letting the Wind 
.Jin at their Ears. 2 5 TY, Ig 
Sir Cred. Ay, m ve; I'm greatly oblig'd to you 
for the Care — — . a 2 , 
Lady Hip. Raiſe your. ſelf alittle, that I may put 
this under you [Adjufting the Pilloms]! —— Lee 
me put one to ſupport you on this Side, and one on 
t'other This behind your Back, and this to ſup- 
my Pont your Head. 17 

Prim. And this to comfort your Brains a little. 

Te [Clapping 2 Pillau bard on bis Head. 
Sir Cred. Thou Fury! would'ſt thou ſtifle me? 
ur [Getting wp in a paſſion, throwing the pillows at her, 

and drives her out ef the Room. a 

| Lady Hip. Hold, hold, what's the Matter now? 
at | Sir.Cred. Ay, my Love, you don't know the Malice 
is (of that Wretch, ſhe has quite put me beſide my ſelf; 

and *tis more than a Dozen 1 can do to recover 
me — Oh! Oh! I'm faint! I die! e 
1 85 3 (Sinking in his Chair. 
of + 4" Hip. There, there, my Jewel, compoſe your 
* ſelf a little. | 
Sir Ered. My Sweeting, you de the only Comfort I 
have ; and that I may make ſome Requital for all this 
es | Goodneſs, I'm, determin'd, my Heart, as I told you 
at. | before, to make my Will. 


ne, 


Lady Hip. 


3 * — 3 R 
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- Lady Hip. O my Precious ! let's not talk on't I in. 
treat you; I can't ſupport the Thoughts of it: the 
very Name of Wili makes me leap for ——Grief, 

| Sir Ered. I deſired you would ſpeak to your Attorney 

about it. . 
Lady Hip. Why ——why I can't ſpeak to him' 
about it, *rwonld cut me to the Heart to mention any 


perhaps, and diſcompos' d, if I had not in ſome way 


for him; and then you may ſpeak to him your ſelf, m 
Joy 0! here he comes. | "Mp 


Enter Cranny, 


Sir Fred. Come in, Mr. Cranny, come in. Take a 
Chair if you pleaſe : My Wife has told me, Sir, that 
= are a very honeſt Man, and one of her particular 

riends ; and I have order'd her to ſpeak to you about 
making my Will. 

Lady Hip. Alas ! my Love, when one's ſo fond of a 
Husband, as I am of my Jewel, one's but in a poor 
Condition to think of ſach things. - 

Fir Cred. Be pleaſed, Sir, to inform me by what Me. 
thod I may cut off my Children, and leave all to my 
Wife — I have been to Counſel about it, but 

they WT 1 

Cranny, The worſt Perſons you could have gone to; 
They are generally mighty rigid in theſe Points, and 
are for keeping cloſe to the Letter of the Law. Your 

Attorneys are the only People to have recourſe to ii 
ſuch Caſes. We are always provided with Expedients 
to pals gently over the Law, and make that legal which 
is not juſt ; we know how to ſmooth the Difficulties 
of an Affair; and ſtudy the Law for no other purpoſe, 
but to elude it. Without this, alas ! where ſhould 

ve be? If we were not to make uſe of a little Dex- 
terity now and then, off Profeſſion would not be worth 
a Groat. | 


you was a very ingenious honeſt Man, 


& : P 


ſuch thing. But - but you might have been diſpleas4 


Sir Cred. Why truly, my Wife told me, sir, that 


_ Gramy | 


complied with your Requeſt ; fo——ſo I have-ſent | 


8 


Fran. Ay, ay, Sir, I am acquainted with the Back- 
Door of the Law; I know the By-ways there are of 
leading a Conſcience ; leave it to me, and T'll difpoſe 
Matters for you, any way you'd have em. | 
Lach Hip. Alas. my Dear, don't torment your ſelf 


any more about it. If you ſhould be taken away, my 


Child, I'll no longer ſtay in the World. 


Sir Cred. My poor Dear! 


Lady Hip. Life will be nothing worth to me then. 
Sir Cred. My Soul“ he 


Lady Hip. 1'll follow thee to let thee ſee the Tender- 
neſs I have for thee. | (ding ber Des. 
Sir Cred My Dove, thou breakeft my Heart, pr ythee 


* 


be comforted. 


Cranny. Theſe Tears ire unſeaſonable, Madam; 5 


things are not yet come to that. 55 
Sir Cred. All that grieves me if I die, my Joy, is that 


I 'neyer had a Child by thee Dr. Mummy promis d 


me that I ſhould have one. 
Sir red. Come, Mr. Granny, let us proceed to Bu- 


fineſs. . But by way of Precaution, my Love, In 


put into your Hands Five Thouſand Guineas, and as 


much more in Notes, which I have hid behind the 


Wainſcot. 5 | * 
Lady Hip. Oh ! Oh] I'll have nothing to do with 
them. "Afi 


didſt thou ſay there was hid behind the Wainſcot. | 
Sir Cred. Five Thouſand Guineas, my Life. 4 
Lady Hip. Oh ! don't talk to me about Money, I be- - 
2 you. How much in Notes didft thou ſay, my 
soul 88 2 [ 
Sir ered. As much more, my Precious. But come, 


kt us go into my little Cloſet, and there we'll ſettle - 
every thing. gur Love, pr*ythee ſupport me. 
t 5 


Lady Hip. Come then, my poor little dear Child. 
3 7 * ae 


Re-enter Belina, follow'd by Primroſe. 


Prim. I tell you, I'll have nothi more to ſay to 
vou. What, ſtand as if you had loſt your a.” : 
D | | a 


8 1 
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| the Goods in the World are nothing to 
me in compariſon of thee, my Love. How much 


TT ' The Mother-in- Law; or, 
and hear ſucha fooliſh Propoſal, without making any 
Anſwer! Muſt 1 be obliged to play your Part. for 
ou 2 3 . | 

Belina. What could I have faid, Primroſe, when 1 
found him ſo abſolute ? 1 

Prim. Said ! That you was to. marry for yourſelf, 
and not for him; that you being principally. concerned, 
your Inclinations ought to be principally conſulted ; 
and that if he was ſo fond of his Looby, he might 
marry him himſelf. 


Belina. A Father has ſo much Power over one, that 


I.could not ſay a Word. | 
Prim. Nay, you was in the right of it; I ſee yon 
have a mind to be Mr. Looby's, and why ſhould I op- 
poſe your Inclinetions. I was much in the wrong, 
now I think better of it; the Match will be very ad- 
yartageous to be ſure. Madam Looby. is a genteel 
Name, and the Land's End a fine Place to live at, 
that's certain. | | 
Helina. Pray, Primroſe, give over this Talk, and III 
do whatever you'll have me. 
Prim, No, a. Daughter muſt obey her Father; and 
indeed I know nothing you have to complain of ; you'll 
be but too happy with ſuch a Husband. , 
Belina. You kill me, Primroſe; you ought rather to 
give me your Advice. © 
Prim. I'm your Servant for that — No, no, the Af. 
fair muſt go on. N N | 
Belina. Dear Girl! 
- * No. Looby's your Man, and have him you 
all. | N 
Belina. Pray, Primroſe—You know I always confi- 
ded in you. | | 55 . . 
Prim. No, Faith, you ſhall be Belooby'd. 
Belina. Well, ſince I can't move you, henceforth 
leave me to my Deſpair; I ſhall find a Remedy againſt 
| $h:1s Match. x ; x | 
Prim. Why, what's your Defign then? 
Felina. To kill myſelf, if J am forc'd to it. 
1 Prim, The Remedy's certainly worderful — Bleſs 
me ! how I hate to icar Pcople taik at ſuch a rate! 


= 4: 


. then= 
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Belina. Take Pity on me then, Primreſe, and lend 
me your helping Hand in the Affair. A 34 

Prim. Well 5 am a compaſſionate Fool, and can't 
forbear aſſiſting you, I find that. But let me telb 


you, I fear there's another ſcurvy Buſineſs on the Car. 


pet; they are got together yonder, with a Rogue f 
an Attorney, and I heard *em talk ſomething about a 
will: Your Mother-in-Law is not idle, ſhe's cer- 
tainly putting your Father upon ſomething againſt 
your Intereſt. © 

Belina. Let him diſpoſe of my Fortune, as he thinks 

roper provided he'll leave my Heart at command. 
hou ſeeſt, Primroſe, the vinlent Deſigns they have 
againſt me, and if thou ſhould'ſt abandon me in this 
Extremity= SN 8 
Prim. Abandon you! I'II die firſt. However, that 
I may be able to ſerve you the more effectually, I in- 
tend to change my Battery, 3 my Affection for 
you, and counterfeit a Compliance with their Opi- 
nions. Ko 5 
Belina. But be ſure you ſome way dr other give 
Beaumont Advice of this Match that's on foot. 

Prim. I muſt employ your Uncle, Mr. Heartiy, in 
that Affair; he's a great Crony of your Gallant's, and 
loves you as much as he hates my Lady. Our next 
Buſtneſs muſt be to make your Father fall out with his 
* ſo as to break off this Treaty with his Ne- 
phew. 4 * 


8 
Belina. That, I doubt, Primroſe, will be too great 


a Difficulty for all thy Wit and Cunning to maſter. 


Prim. And what's as difficult as that, we muſt put 
him out of conceit with his Wife ws that ſhe mayn't 
rc 


be able to break oft our Treaty with Beaumont; and 


Belina, And what then? Ji | 

Prim. Why then it ſhall have its nown dear Love 
to it ſelf, Ha, ha, ha! — Well, ſure if People knew 
beforehand the Plague of being in Love, they would 
be. choked before they'd have any thing to do with it. 
Pray, Madam, is there moſt of the Sweet or the Bit» 


ter in. that ſame Paſſion ? 


o Fo 


o® 


2. The Mot ber- in- Lam; n 
\ Belina, Don't you remember, Primroſe, what 
laſt new Song ſays on that Subject? oY | . 
Prin. True — Come let's have it then to chear up 
our Spirits, and fit us for the crabbed Bufineſs we hare. 
to go thro '. 1 | 

\ Belina, With all my Heart. | 
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Belina. Tell me, Chloe, is Love Foy or Pain in the Breaſt? 
Prim. May, do you tell me, Phillis, for you can tell beſt, 
Belina. I baue beard Cupid's Arrows dire Venom impart, 
Prim. And I, a ſweet Tranſport that thrils thro" the Heart. 
Belina. I bat way ſhall eve take this Diſpute to decide? 
Prim. Mat Clue in this Labyrinth chooſe for our Guide? 
| BY 2 Why, let's both love, my Dear, and we quickly ſball 


ind, . 
| If the God gives moſt Anguiſi or Foy to the Mind. 
Belina. Gay Florimel loudly proclaims that Love's ſweet; 
Prim. But Celia's ſad Silence betrays the Deceit. 
Belina:#f the God to his Followers gives ſo much Pain, 

Why are any fuch Fools as to ſuffer bis Chain? 
Prim. But if the ſoft Conqueſt yields nothing but Fay, © 
©, Pr'ythee whoxvouldreſi ft the dear amorous boy? 
(Den Jet us no longer unwiſely decline 
Both ) So gentle 4 Yoke, and a Flame ſo divine: 
But let Sighs and ſoft Ardours our Moments employ, 
„ Love hasſome Torture, it fill has more Foy. 


* 


AT. H SCENE. 1. 
- 1 CEN E, Beaumont's Houſe, _ 

BeavmMonrT fol. 3 

eater Misfor- 


'.A MAN, I find, can't lie under a gr | 
tune, than having the Reputation of being | 


Wit or a Favourite; it makes him always ſurrounded 


with Fools and Scoundrels, and his Intereſt at Court 
3 5 3 | gives 


Sr NK(\o ond Li woe 


ives him an Opportunity of doing every Body's Bu- 
eſs but his own. This whole Morning, my dear 
Belina, have I been forc'd to throw away upon a Par- 
cel of impertinent Puppies; which ſhould have been 
employ d in ſoliciting your Father's Conſent . Bar 
my Hat and Sword there. | | 
5 Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, here's a Gentleman | 
Beau. S'death, Sir, I'm not at home — I'll fee no 
5 5 


8 ES Der Poet. | | : 
Poet. I beg pardon, Sir, for this Intruſion ; this is 
not a proper Hour to wait on you I muſt confeſs, the 
Morning is the fitteſt 'Time to perform that Duty; but, 
I find, Sir, tis not eaſy to come at you, unleſs by Sur- 
riſe ; for you are always either aſleep or abroad - at 
eaſt your People are plcas'd to tell me ſo. 
Beau. Sir; have you any thing particular to 1ay to 
met -. | {3 eq 
Poet. I came, Sir, to pay my Reſpects to you 
Excuſe, Sir, the Boldneſs that inſpires me—1f— \, 
Beau. Dear Sir, without any Ceremony be pleas'd ta 
inform me what you would have with me, 
Poet. As the Rank, Wir, and Generoſity, which 
you are every where famons for | 
Beau. Ves, Iam very famous — ſo let that paſs. 
Poet, *Tis an extreme Pain, Sir, to a Man of Mo- 


7 


deſty, to be obliged to put himſelf forward, and ac- 
quaint People what he is. One ought always to be 


1ntroduc'd to the Great by thoſe who could give ſome 
Account of one's Character and Talents, and make 
one's little Merit — conſider' d; For my part 
Sir, I ſhould have been glad if ſome Perſon of Taſte 
and U 2 had told you what I am. | 
Beau. O Sir ! that's viſiblein your Dreſs and Beha- 
viour ; you are a Poet I preſume, Sir. 
Poet, Yes, Sir, Il am a Poet; but not a common 


Poet, let me tell you, Sir; I'm none of your Opera- 


tical, Farcical, Sing- ſong Scriblers; none of your lit- 
tle pitiful Rhymemongers, that peſter the Town with, 
occaſional Poems, and live themſelves by writing 


— Hlegies 
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Elegie: on the Dead. No, Sir; Iam, in the genuine 


and ſublime Senſe of the Term, a Dramatick Poet. 
Beau. Um——you are a Writer of Tragedy. then. 

- Poet. True, Sir. Yes, I wear the Buskin, and 
to ſome purpoſe, as you'll find, if you'll permit me to 
read you a Portion of my Piece. Here's a Scene, Sir, 
. P'gad will make you melancholy for a Fortnight ; my 

Grandmother has cry'd at it many a time. 
Beau. I don't queſtion, Sir, but *tis extremely tra- 
— however, you'll excuſe me at preſent, I'm a 
ittle in haſte, and — 


Poet. But, Sir, as I was ſaying before, Sir — you 


being a Perſon of Rank, Generofity, and Intereſt in 
the Drawing-Room, a few Tickets, Sir—a very few, 
_ Sir—lie in your Pocket, Sir. 155 

Beau. Enough, enough, Sir; my Pockets won't 
hold ſo many, Very well, I ſhall take care — to 
return them clean as they came. [Aſides 
Poet [Ts Beaumont's Servant. ] Sir, be pleas'd to ac- 
cept of a I icket to ſee my Piece.--- [To Beaumont. ] In 
ſhort, Sir, there's ſo ch Traſh daily brought upon 
the Stage, that a good Thing is ſtifled, if not properly 
ſupported ; I hope therefore, dear Sir you'll prevail 
on your Friends to do my Piece Juſtice, Sir and 
fo, Sir, I'm your very humble obſequious Slave 
I ſhall do you Juſtice, Sir, in my Dedication. 


[Going, 


Beau. No, no, 'Slife ! hold, Sir, no Dedication to 


me, I charge you. 

. om O dear, Sir, that's your abundant Modeſty, 
ir, but 
Beau. No faith, tis my Pride, Sir; and therefore 
at the Peril of your Play don't think on't. 

Poet. No, Sir! Why then let me fee————why 

then, ſappoſe I was to write a Copy of Commenda- 


tory Verſes in your Name, and pre fix to my Tragedy. 


Beau. S death! that would be more Scandal than 
t'other. Look you, sir, you ſhall make uſe of my 
Intereſt only on condition that you make no uſe of my 


Name. | | | 
Poet. Lack-a-d ; | Sir, you'd have no reaſon iv re- 
pent of permitting your Name to be prefix'd to my 
2 Picce 
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Piece, it will be follow'd by the whole World, I af 
ſure you, Sir; and I ſhall make at leaſt a Thouſand 
Pounds of it. > | 
Beau. So much the better, Sir. But | 
Poet, But Sir if you could lend me a couple of 
Pieces for the preſent you ma y repay yourſelf, you 
know, Sir, out of my Tickets. : 


Beau. With all my Heart, Sir and glad to 
t rid of thee at ſo cheap a rate. [ Aſide. 
Poet. Sir, I'm your moſt obedient, moſt ſubmiſhve, 

and moſt deyoted humble Servant. [ Exit. 


Beau. How ſupple this buskin'd Thunder-monger 
is, at, another Time I ſhould have diverted myſelf 
with the Fool, but now 

at Enter Heartly. | 
Dear Heartly ! Tamas glad to Ke thee, as to get rid 
of the Coxcomb that's juſt gone out. { 

Heart. To find you at home at this time o'Day, is 
no ſmall Miracle, Ned; as 'tis no ſmall Hoppinet to 
find you alone at any time, C 

Beau. Faith, Sir, I'm very ſorry you do find me at 
home, *tis much againft either Inclination or Inten- 
tion ; but I have been hemm'd in with ſuch Shoals of 
impertinent Raſcals———_—_ 

Heart. Heark ye, Sir, don't you pretend to have ſome 
Affection for my Niece ? ESL | 

Beau. Yes, Sir, and hadn't I been maliciouſly de- 
tain'd, I ſhould have proy'd it ſometking more than a 


—— 


3 Affection, by applying to your Brother for 


is Approbation. 
Heart. Why then, Sir, I de ſire that from 
ment you will look upon thoſe impertinent Raſcals, as 
you call em, to have been the beſt Friends ever 


Beau. Why ſo, pr'ythee? ö 
Heart. Becauſe if you had gone to make the P 
poſal you talk of, or I had fail'd finding you here, 
Belina had been irrecoverably loſt — But there's ho 
Time to be ſpent in talking: In ſhort, Sir CGredulqus 


has fix d on a Husband for his Daughrer, and is deter- 


min'd to marry her this very Evening. 


E 2 Beau 
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Beau. Confufion ! to whom ? 


impoſſible! | | 

Heart, To a Corniſh Squire, one Looby, a ve at 
Fool, with a very great Eſtate, e . 
Mummy his Phyſician, who has made up this Match, 
it ſeems, and brought his Squire from the Land's End 
to conſummate, 

Beau. Slife, Heartly ! what's to be done? Can't you 
| wry at leaſt defer this prepoſterons Buſineſs ? Your 
Intereſt with your Brother | 

Heart. Will do nothing at all, I fear. A Man that's 
rode by his Doctor, wa o as he ſpurs. Beſides, 

| he's naturally poſitive, and is ſo bent on this Project, 
that his Daughter oppoſing it in favour of you, was 

| * Cauſe of his reſolving to have it executed this 
vening, | 

Beau. This Squire Loobyis in Town then? 

Heart. Juſt arrived, I luckily ſaw him as he enter'd 
the Inn, and gueſſing at him by his Equipage, had 
the Curioſity to follow, and make a few Obſervations 
en him as he was cating his Afternoon's Luncheon 
in the Kitchen. As for his Figure, you may have un 
Opportunity of ſeeing him in puris Naturalibus? and 
the Fancy of his Dreſs you'll find every way anfſwer- 
able. Then for his Wit, I could ſee notbing at all 


of it; 'tis ſo cloſe ſhut up in his incommunicable 


Skull, that his Tongue is never a Jot the wiſer for't. 
So that if your Brains can invent yy Stratagem to 
ſnare him with, his won't be able to 
oppoſing it. M Ig $05 | 
Beau, Say'ſt thou So, Heavily ? 
Heart. If I have any Skill in Men. 
Beau. Why, that's ſome Comfort. III warrant 
thee we find ſome Trick or other to trap the Wood- 
cock. 
« Heart, But you muſt be ſpeedy then, and ſet abont 
him before 'tis known that he's in Tovn. 
Beau. Come, ſhew me quickly where he's hous'd, 
and I'll tell you as we go what way I've hit on to dit. 
poſe of him at preſent ; while I'm engag'd there, I 
| maſt depend on you, dear Heartly, to do what you 


can for me with your Brother, and contrive ſome 
3 way 


* 


* 


This Evening! | 


d the way of 


Lan mn DJ 
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vy of letting me ſee Belina, that we may conſult to- 


gether on this = nh | 
Heart. That Particular I muſt leave to her Maid 
Primroſe; *tis a crafty Gipſy, and will be a uſeful In- 
ſtrument in this Buſineſs. | | PIES 
Beau She ſhall not want Encouragement, I But 
now to Action. | [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. The Square. 
Enter Looby, and his Man Joſeph. 
Looby. [Turning himſelf back, as to ſome People who 


ſeem to follow him and laugh at him.] Hey-day ! what's. 


here to do? What would we be at ? A Murrain take 
the fooliſh Town, and all the Fools that live in't. Can't 
a Man walk the Street without having a Pack of Sim- 
pletons ſtaring and gigling at him 
of, Why, what the Deauce can theſe Volk vind to 
laugh at now in my Maiſter? 
Looby. True, Jo. 5 
FE Fol There's noathing ridiculous zure in his Wor- 


— Right. m F crooked ] am Fhump- bach d 
F/. I'facks ! yon ha? need of better Monners here; 
his Worſhip is hugely reſpected in the West. 

Looby. Why true, Jo; H'bud, we do em too much 
Honour to come into their City. | 

* My Maiſter is not a Mon to be jok'd upon. 

ooby. No indeed, . 

J. Odzoaks,! the next that ſhews his Teeth, III 
fairly knock em down his Throat. | 

Looby ; Well ſaid, Jo. | | 

Euter Beaumont and Heartly, behind. 

Beau. This is our Chap then ? 

Hear. The ſame. 

Beau, And a ny Stick of Logwood it looks like 

Heart. Go to wor 
Matters a little at __ 1 3 

Beau. [ Making up to Looby, and pretending to know 
bim.) Hah! 1 ſee 1 Sir, I'm 
your very humble Servant; I'm ſorry to * a Perſon 


of A 


upon it then, whilft I prepare 


ol you Appearance, Sir, ſo ſcurvily receivd; and If 
ask your Pardon in behalf of the Town. 'B: 
' Looby. Im. your Servant Mayhap then, 8! 
Sir, you may be of Kin to my Lord-Mayor. wi 
Beau. Bleſs me, Sir, is*t poſſible that you ſhould i] 
not know'me? Can five or fix Years Abſence make 
vou forget the beſt Friend to the Families ef the 
Loobies? | 
Looby. I beg Pardon, Sir. D bud ! don't know 
kim. "La 
Beau. There's not a Looby in Cornwall but I know 
em, from the higheſt to the loweſt; I vifited no bo- 
dy elſe all the time Iwas at the Land's End, and had 
the Honour of ſeeing you, Sir, almoſt every Day. 


Ta 


* 


Looby. The Honour was mine, Sir. 
Beau. Can't you recolle& my Face. 
Looby, Oh 0h. I don't know him, 75. 
| | | [Aide 
Beau. Don't you remember I had the Pleaſure of F. 
drinking with you at our jolly Landlady's at Penſanze? | 
What was her Name? | 
Looby, Dame Blouze. | 
| Beau. Ay, ay, the ſame, Ah! we hum'd it off,, 
half Seas over, I'faith Don't you remember me A 
5 | al 
Looby Yes, yes, I remember you now. The E 
Duce take me if I do tho”, Ad. ks 
Beau. My dear Friend, let us embrace then, and re- 10 


- new the Ties of our former Friendſhi 


p mightily. | : 
Beau. Come, let us have ſome News of our Friends, | .. 
How does the good Gentleman your he tha. # 2 


the honefteft Man in the World ? | 4 
Zoobz. My Brother the Counſellor you mean. EY 
Lay. V ll ad laß jolly and jocund 

| . Well and. as jolly and jocund as ever. . 
_—_ I'm fancerely glad 3 your Uncle, Ra 


how does he do? 

Sir, I have no Uncle; I have only an Aunt. oh 
Beau. Your Aunt, I mean — a good Woman as 
ever liv'd ; ſo pious and devout! | 


Looby, 


d I 


nen, 


dia 


ITrants.— Here John 


| thing of the Town very quickly 
| wanting in our Civilities to you. 


Looby. Ah! ſhe has been dead this long while; and 
my Couſin the Vicar has been nigh his Departure too, 
with a Brandy-Fever, as we call it. 


Beau. That's a Pity; he was a brave, jolly 


Looby. No, no, not jolly. 

Beau. Well mad, I would ſay. S'life I have ſmok'd 
many a Score good Pipes with him, He was Vicar of 
hat d'ye call I 

Looby. St. Stephens, | 

Beau. Right, right, St. Stephens. 
Looby. He names all the whole Family, you find, 7. 
Foſe He knows your Worſhip better t you think 


or. | 
Beau, Well, Sir, as tis plain we're old Acquain- 


tance, .T hope you'll make my Houſe your Home, 


while you continue in Town. Hy 
Looby, Sir, I'm your Servant—but J— 
Beau. Not a Word, I beſeech you; I inſiſt upon 


of, Why, zince the Gentleman zeems ſo zet upon't, 
&en vrankly accept of lus Kindneſs, Maiſter. 
Beau. Where's your Baggage 2 Pl ſend my Ser- 
chard ! Thomas ! 
Looby, No, no, I forewarn'd the Inn-keeper not to 


et them go till I call'd for em my ſelf, for fear of 


ſome-Roguery in this waundy Town, you know, 

Beau. Twas prudently caution'd Well, Sir, 
I ſhall only give a few neceſſary Orders, and then ex- 
pect you at that corner Houſe yonder. 

Joſ. We'll be wi'ye out o Hond, Sir. 


Looby, This is an Acquaintance I did not dream of, 


0 


Jo. Whey feicks, Maiſter, no more did not I, but 
a talks like a mighty honeſt Gentlemon. 


[Exeunt Looby and Joſeph. - 


Beau, I'faith, Squire Looby, we ſhall ſhew you ſome- 
we ſhall not be 


Ener Galleypot. 
Oh, Sir! I believe you are the Poctor I ſent to ſpeak 


| with. Don't. you live at yon corner Houle ? 


Gall. 
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Gall No, Sir, I have not the Hononr to be a Doc. 
tor, I'm only his Apothecary; an unworthy Apothe- 
Ciry, at your Service, Sir. 

_ Beau, Isn't the Doctor at home then? 

Saal. Yes, Sir, he's a little buſy at preſent, diſpatch- 
* few Patients, but will be ready to wait on you 


inſtantaneouſly, _ 
Beau. I want to put a certain Relation of mine into 


his Hands, who labours under a malancholy Indiſpoſi- 


tion, which we would willingly have him cur'd of be- 


fore he were married. 
. Gall. O' my Word, Sir, you could not have apply'd 
to a more able Phyſician; he's a Man that underſtands 
the Fundamentals of his Art, the whole Chriftcroſs- 
Row of Phyſick 
Form and Method; he'd ſooner let a Patient die than 
cure him with any other Medicine than the College 
. 15 828 | 
Beau. That's very right; a Patient ſhould not de- 
fire to be cur d, if tis not agreeable to the College. 
Gall. O Sir! there's a Eleaſure in being his Pa- 
tient, and I'd rather die of his Phyſick, than be cur'd 
of another's ; for come what will, one's ſure that things 
have gone on methodically; and if you die under his 
Directions, your Heirs could not poſſibly have any 
thing to find fault with. 
Beau, Why, that's a great Comfort to a dead Man, 
Gall. Then he's not a Man like ſome, who makes 
the moſt of Diſeaſes ;. he's expeditious, very expedi- 
tious ; and if his Patients are to die, *tis oyer with them 
in a Trice. But, Sir, I hope yon don't think that I 
ſay this out of any Principle of Intereſt ; or that I re- 
commend him for a Doctor, becauie he recommends 
me for an Apothecary; not in the leaft, upon my Cre- 
dit, Sir; but if you pleaſe to ſtep to him, Sir, you'll 
be better convinc'd. 
Beau. Sir, your Servant, I'll wait on you. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE 


then he does every thing by | 


night! 
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SCENE III. 4 Room: in the Doctors Houſe. 


Ener Doctor Mummy, follow'd by 4 Countryman, and 
- Countrywoman. e 5 
OG an. Tir, my Father can hold it no longer, 
kis Head rages at the moſt grievous rate! Care 
Mummy. The Patient's a Fool; the Diftemper, ac- 


cording to Galen, does not lic in his Head, but in his 


Spleen, : 
Countryman. Howſomever that me be, Zir, I'mzure 


ahas a violent Purging upon him. | 
Mummy. Good, that's a ſign his Body's open. 


Well, III viſit him in two or three Days time, but if 


he ſhould die before, be fure you ſend me word of it, 
for tis not proper that a Phy ſician ſhould viſit the 
Dead. Bo | [ Exit Countryman. 
 Countrywoman, What ſhall I do, Mafter? my poor 
Husband grows worſe and worſe. 35 
Mummy. That's not my Fault, good Woman, I give 
him Medicines, why won't he be cur'd ? why wont he 
be car'd ? How often has he been blooded 2 | 
Countrywoman. Fifteen times Zir, within this Fort- 


night. 


Nimm. Fitteen times blooded within this Fort- 


Countrywoman. Yes. | 
Mummy. And doesn't he mend! 


 Countrywoman. No, Zir. 
that's a ſign his Diſtemper is not | 


Mummy. Um . 
in his Blood; we'll purge him as many times, to ſee if 
*tis not in his Humours ; and at laſt, if nothing will do 


why, wel ſend him to the Bath. 


[Exit Countrywomatts 
Enter Beaumont and Galleypot; 


Mummy. Mr. Galleypot, your Servant————Your 
Pleaſure, Sir ? | [To Beaumont, 


Beau. I have a Relation, Sir, a little diſorder'd in 
Mind, whom I would w__ ro lodge in your Houſe, 


that 
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that he might be the more conveniently curd, and. | att 
with the greater Secrecy. _ 
Mummy. I ſhall take all the Care imaginable, Sir. 

| Beau, I deſire above all that you'll not let him eſcape I 
for he'll often be endeavouring at it. ; 
+ Galley. Oh ] you may truſt Dr, Mummy for that, Sir, I Ge 
®risn't an eaſy matter to get out of his Hands. 
Bean. [ Afide.] Dr. Mummy ! I'm thunderftruck I why }| . 
this is his Uncle; here's a fine Trick of Fortune, truly ce. 
We are all blown up i'faith.— Pray, Sir, is [dot 
your Name Mummy? EE. "WI 

Aummy, Dr. Mummy, at your Service, Sir. ; 
Beau. And is not one Squire Looby of Penſanze, in 
the County of Corneal, your Nephew ? | 

any. He is, Sir, and I expect him in Town this 
very Evening, to conſummate a Match which I have 
concluded for him? te. | 
Boa. 80. — Pray, Sir, what fort of a Gentleman 
is he, for if I'm not deceiv d, I had once ſome Ac- 
-quaintance with him. 

Mummy. In bona fide, Sir, I can't tell you ; I have 
not ſeen him this Fifteen Year, and then he was but a 
mere Stripling. I don't in the leaſt expect to know him 
when I ſee him. | 

- Beans 80 much the better, troth ; it may do yet 
then, for a little while. [4fide.]J=——O here comes 
the Gentleman I ſpoke to you of. But take care your 
Name is not mention'd before him, for if he knows 
you area Phy ſician, we ſhan't get him to flay.cmmm—— 
And another Caution, J muſt give you, never to ask 
his Name neither, for it throws him into ſuch violent 
Diſorders, that he may do you ſome Miſchief. 
Mummy. 1 ſhall regularly obſerve all Precautions, 
Sir, and it fortunately falls out, that I have an ancient 
Friend of the Faculty within, with whom I ſhall be 
glad to conſult on this Diſtemper. ; 


af Bemi, My dear Friend, I'm glad you're come, here's 
a little Buſineſs fallen out, which obliges me to leave 
gu for to- night; but I have appointed this Perſon to 

Z h attend 


; 
| 


_— poſſible. 
Looby. This is his Steward, to be fare: he's certaĩn- 
ly ſome Lord or other | 
Mummy. Lou may be be aſſur d, sir, I ſhall treat the 


| Gentleman, methodically, and with all tne Nicety and 


Regularity of Art. 

Looby. S'nigs, Sir I there's no Occafion for ſo much 
ceremony. 1 hope, Sir, you'll uſe me with- all Free- 
dom. 

Beau. Tintend it, upon my Honour, Sir I beg 
you'll pardon my Incivility in leaving you; but Bufi- 
sir and ſo your moſt obedient. 

[Exit Beaumont. 

Tou do me too much Honour, Sir 

Well Mr. Stecuard, we'll take a Cruſt and a Bottle 
ether, and then I'll een go look out my Uncle, and 


hear when this ſame Match is to be made up. 


Mummy. I am very mueh honeur'd, Airy in being 
made choice of to ſerve you. 
Looby Your Servant, Sir. 


lame y. Brother Diaſcordium, will you walk this | 


my? 
Enter Diaſcordium. 


lere's a learn'd Brother of the Faculty, with whom | 


ſhall conſult in what manner to treat you, Sir. 
Looby. No Ceremony, Gentlemen, pray now. I'm 


pne that am eaſily ſatisfied. 


2 Chairs here. 
Looby. Theſe are ſorrowful kind of Domelicks for 
young Gentleman, tho? 
Mummy, Come, Sir, take your _ Sir. 
[The fo Phyſicians f fit down on each ſide of Looby; 
and take hold of bis Hands to feel his Pulſe. 
Looby, Your very humble Servant. [Giving bis Hands] 
— does this mean now? I ſuppoſe tis the Faſhion 


Lauu 


Do you eat well, Sir? 
We and drink better, 
Diaf. 
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attend you, who has-Orders to treat you in the del 
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Diaſ. So much the worſe; that great Appetition of 
Frigid and Humid, is an Indication of Heat and Aridi 
ty within. Do you ſlee p much? | 
Looby. Yes, when I have made a good Supper. 
Mummy. Do you dream? 5 
| Looby. Sometimes. 
Diaſ. Of what Nature are thoſe Dreams? 
Looby. Of the Nature of all Dreams, I think 


. 


S'bud ! I'm in a Dream now, by What I can find. 
| LA dad 


Al thro* this Scene Looby Ieoks xwith Amaxement an, 
T.error, firſt on one Doctor, thenon t'other. 

Mummy. Is your Body open, Sir: | 
- Looby, Hoop, hoop ? the Men are mad, I think 
my Body's empty, Sir, and I want alittle Victuals ane 


Drink, with your Leave. Os. 
Diaſ. A little Patience, Sir, we are going to reaſc a 
upon your Caſe, and then 
-.. Looby. Hoity, toity! there does not want much Rea 
foning to eat a Bit. 104 Io: | 
Mummy. As it ſo is, that no Malady can be cure pl 
unleſs we are acquainted with it; and as we cannot bf ©: 
acquainted with it without 1 an Idea of iff * 
by Symptoms Diagnoſtick and Prognoſtick ; permit me 
my ancient Friend and Brother, to. obſerve, that ou 
Patient here preſent is unfortunately affected, po 
ſeſs d, andopprefs'd with that ſort of Madneſs; which uf 
juſtly term Hypochondriack Melancholy; ſo call'd nc 0 
only by the Lazins, but alſo by the Greeks, which is ve] © 


ry neceſſary to be taken notice of in this Caſe. A 
Looby, Sir! What Ho] .-. FE 
Mummy. No Interruption, Sir, I crave —Noff * 


the Cauſc of this Diſtemper lies chiefly in the Splee 
the Heat and Inflammation of which cenveys to th 

rain abundance of craſs —— Effluvia, who "7 

lack and malignant Vapours obſcurify, mudify, 21 h ' 
inſeſt the Animal Spirits, and cauſe a Depravation Je 
the Functions of the cogitant Faculty, And for an iff + 
conteſtable Symptom that our Patient here is taint 4 
with that Diſtemper, you may only obſerve that Sadng 
of Countenance with which he beholds us; that Sorro 4 
fulncſs of Face, accompanied with Fear and Diſtrui 


10 
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n ON chat ed Phyſiognomy, and thoſ®folling Eyeballs : 
cid) 1 chice yhognomy, a ling Eyeballs 
I ͤ proceed to the Remedies neceſſary to Curation. 
Looby. Where the murrain am I! and what the 
Plague are they going to do to me! 
Mummy. Good ſir be ſilent 
then, I'm of opinion that he ſhould be copiouſly PÞle- 
botomisd, eſpecially inthe Fugular, where the Orifice 
4 ought to be ſufficiently large ; in the next Place, ſome 
ide potent CGatharticks may ſafely be adminiſter'd; and 
A laftly, an Zmetickor two of the rougheſt kind may ra- 
tionally take place xi Brother. | 
Diaſ. Heaven forbid, Brother, that I ſhould add any. 
thing to what you have ſaid. The Arguments you 


ble but his Diſtemper muſt be what you have pronoun. 


Real the Beauty and Juſtneſs of your Ratiocination. No- 
ching therefore remains to be done by me, but to com- 
ur pliment the Gentleman upon being ſo happy as to be 
or b out of his Wits, that he may experience the Efficacy 
t il and Gentleneſs of your Medicines. 
md Looby. Gentlemen, tis an Hour ſince you began, and 
ſo long I have hearken'd to you; be pleas'd to ſatisfy 
of me if you ben't acting a Comedy here ? 
1 Mummy. Heaven forbid, Sir. No, no, we are 
not in jeſt. No body ever found us ſo yet, nor is Phy- 
v fick a thing to be jeſted witn 5 ; 
I Looby. What the murrain d've mean by all this then? 
And what the Devil would you be at with your Hog- 
Noll 22/ricks and — * 4 7 
leel Mummy. Good. Injurious Language; this is a Sympe 
tom we wanted for a Confirmation of his Malady. This 
nal may turn to Phrenſy. : 
J, Looby. Who the Duce have they put me among 
r . | 
1 Diaſ. Another Diagnoſtick, frequent Sol iloquy. 
ind Looby. No more of this but let's be gone. 
ind Aummy. Another . Inquietude to change Place. 
Looby. In one Word, Friend, what's the Meaning 


ol this Aflair? What 1 you have of me? 


is being premis'd, and taken for granted, let us 


Firſt of al! 


have us d are ſo weighty and learned, that 'tis impoſſi- 


ced; or if it were not, it muſt neceſſarily become ſo for 


Anny. 


” 
— —ÜUñ * * 
5 
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Mummy. We would make a Cure of you, as we were 


ways more Senſe than to deal in Drugs. 


deſired to do. 

| Looby, Core me! 
TS 

- Loob. S'blood ! I an't ſick. 


Mummy. A bad Symptom A Patient not to be 


ſenſible of his Illneſs. Look ye, Sir, we know how | 


ye are, better than yu do your ſelf; we are Phyſici- 
cians that can ſee clearly into your Conſtitution, 
Looly. If you are Phyſicians, avant! I abominate all 
Doctors and Apothecaries. ts... 

, Mummy, Um !——the Man's more mad than we 
imagind. | 

| Looby. I never took ſo much as a ſingle Pill in my 
Life. My Father and Mother were of the ſame 
Mind, and died both o'em without the Help of a 


Doctor. 
Mummy, I don's wonder then they got ſuch a Fool 


of a Son, Ke | 
_ Looby. No, no, the Family of the Loabies had al- 


Mummy, What do J hear! 

Diaſ. Brother Mummy, you have the Symptoms of 
Amazement upon you ! 

6 Looby. Who! Brother Mummy ! this is not my Uncle, 
© 1 * Wk : 
Mummy. Mercy o' me! is it my Coufin Looby that 
I have been treating as a Madman all this while ? 

| Looby, Ves, yes, tis your Couſin Looby indeed. 

Mummy. Nephew, I beg your Pardon fincerely —— 
How did this come? How did this happen? 

Looby, Why, it happen'd that that pretended Friend 
of mine, who would needs ſcrape an Acquaintance 
with me, is a little, naſty, raſcally Dog, and brought 
me here on purpoſe to abuſe me — Bat with your 
Leave, Uncle, I'd rather tell you the Story over a 


Bottle, for I'm plaguy thirſty with being ſo deviliſh]y}| 


frightned. | FR 
Mummy. This is aſtoniſhing, Brother Diaſcordium. 
It muſt certainly have been ſome Contrivance to balk 
the Match I have concluded for the Squire, with my 


Patient Sir Credulous Hippiſb's Daughter; but we'll 


probe 


2 rw ga 


80 


Beau 


in t 
not 
fe! 
Net 
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Probe it to the bottom. However, Nephew, for the 
Preſent, be pleas'd to walk in and take ſome Repaſt ; 


you ſhall repoſe in my Houſe to-m;ghr, and early in 


the Morning I'll introduce you to Your Miſtreſs, and 
have the Nuptials ſolemniz'd at once. | 
Looby. Ay, ay, Uncle, no Nuptials to-night, I beg 
of ye. I have more Stomach for Repaſt and Repoſe, 
as you call *em. a 
Mummy. Tis prudently ſaid, Nephew. I'll wait on 
you, Brother Diaſcordium. | 
| | [Exeunt Mummy and Looby, 
Diaſ. In Verity, Idon't underſtand this Proceeding. 
It is by no means agreeable to Practice and Form, to 
let a Patient flip thro? one's Fingers at this rate. When 
once.we get any one under our Regimen, we never 


fail either to kill him or cure him. 


ben Skill wwe want to conquer the Diſeaſe, 
Mere ſure ly Death to give the Patient Eaſe : 

For Save, or Slay, this Privilege we claim, 

Tho" Credit ſuffers, ſtill the Fee's the ſame. 


The End of the Second Act. 


ACT II. SCENE LI 


SCENE, Part of the Square before Sir 


Credulous Hippiſh's Houſe. 


BeavmMontTtandHranrtaLy. 


Beau. WI S ever fo fair a Project ſo fooliſhly baf- 


fled ? Had there been any Counterplot 
in the Caſe, or any Oppoſition on his Part, it would 
not have vex'd one ſo much ; but when the Booby per- 
fectly prevented us in our Deſign, and jump'd into the 
Net before twas well ſpread for him, then to have all 
| | G 2 : _ blaſted” 
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blaſted by a ſcurvy Accident, to be outwitted by mere 
Chance, was inſupportable. 
Heart. Twas provoking enough. However, 
it did not prove altogether in vain, we have gain'd ano. 
ther Day by it, which we muſt take care to make uſe 
"Oc 

Beau. True; but did not you give me Hopes, Heart. 
9, that I ſhould ſee the dear Girl? 

Heart. Yes, and there wants only a little of your own 
Dexterity to bring it about immediately. 

Beau. How ? which way ? tell me quickly dear 
Heavily. | 
Heart. Why, my Brother, you muſt know, ſuffers 
no Male Creature to come nigh her, but her Muſick- 
Maſter who teaches her to = whom Primroſe has 


% 


prevail'd\on to ſend you as his Deputy, under Pretence 


of being ill himſelf. She's now waiting for you in 
the Hall, in order to give you your proper Creden- 
tials; and then you have nothing more to do than to 
be cautious how you play your Part, and to take care 
2 your Paſſion does not run away with your Rea- 
on. 
Bean. Dear Heartly, thou beſt of Friends, let me 
embrace thee for this Goodneſs. 3 
Heu. Nay, pr'ythee keep thy Rapture: thy 
Miſtreſs. Have your Wits about you a little at pre- 
ſent, and let's go in and ſet to Buſineſs. 


Beau. With all my Heart lead the way then. 
| = ; [Exeunt. 


- SCENE II. Si Crednlous's Chamber. 


Sir Cred. Dr. Mummy order d me every Morning to 
take twelve Turns in my Chamber; but I profeis I 
forgot if I was to take em the long way, or the broad 
way of the Room; that was forgetting a material 
Paint Um Um—— What ſhall I do in this 
doubtful Caſe !=——-T believe I had beſt ev'n keep to 
my Chair 'till farther Orders, for the Doctor is mighty 


rigid in theſe things; and if I ſhould take but one 
Turn more or leſs than he preſcrib'd, I ſhould be ſe-. ffi 
verely reprov dA very punctual able honeſt Man. Þ 


in 
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in truth. I am mighty happy in a Phyſician, I muſt 
needs fay, and have one that knows how to manage me 
to a Hair. ; | | 
8 Enter Primroſe. 10 
Prim. Sir, there is | 5 
Sir Cred, Speak ſoftly, you Slut, thou ftun'ft my 
very Brains; doſtn't confider that ſick People are not to 
be bawl'd to at ſuch a rate? | 
Prim. I come to tell you, Sir. 2 
Sir Cred. Speak ſoftly, I tell thee. | ; 
Prim. Sir. [ Whiſpering very loco. 
Sir Cred. Hey! | 
Prim. I came to tell you. [Whiſpering. 
Sir Cred. Hey peak a little louder, Huſſy. 
Prim, Here's one wants to ſpeak with you. 
Sir Cred. Let him come in, a 
Enter Beaumont. 
Beau. Sir — 7 „ 
6 Prim. Don't fpeak fo loud, you'll ſtun my Maſter's 
I Brain, | 
Bean. I'm glad, Sir, to find you ont of Bed, and 


to ſee that you're ſo much better than you was. 


Prim, Better! *ris falſe, my Maſter's always ill. 
Beau. I beg Pardon, Tonly judg'd from the Gentle - 


man's Looks He looks very well. 


Prim. What do you mean with your looks well? 


He looks very ill; he never was worſe in his Life I 
tell you. | MILES 


Sir Cred. She's in the right. _ hg 
Prim. He walks, fleeps, eats, and drinks indeed, 


like other Folks ; but that does not hinder him from 
being very ill. | 


Sir Cred. She ſays true. 3 
Zeau. I'm very ſe for't. I come, Sir, from 


he young Lady your Daughter's Muſick-Maſter ; he 
vas ſundenly taken very ill 


and has ſent me to prac- 


iſe over ſome Leſſons with the Lady in his Ab- 
Sir Cred, 


ene, | 
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Sir Cred. Very well Call - Belina. Y 


Prim, I believe, Sir, *twill be better to ſhew ths 
Gentleman into her Chamber. 35 
Sir Cred. No, no, bid her come hither. | 
Prim.. He can't teach her as he ought to do unleſs 
they are alone. on | 
Sir Cred. Go call her hither, I tell thee, 


Prim. Why, Sir, you are not in a Condition to be 


diſturd'd at preſent. They'll only ſtun your Brains. 
Sir Cred. No, no, I love Mufick, and I ſhall be glad 


to hear my Daughter ſing O, here ſhe comes! Go 
you and ſee if my Lady's dreſt. [Exit Prim, 
Bier Belina. 


Ei Cred, Come here, Child. Your Muſic k- maſter, 
it ſeems is taken ill, and has ſent this Gentleman to 
teach you in his ſtead 

Belina, Tis he indeed. [Aſide.] If the Gentle- 
man, Sir, will be. ſo kind as to ſhew me what he'd 


have me do, I'll comply with his Inſtructions as well 


as I can, 

Beau. Charming Creature ! [Ad. My good 
Fortune would 2 — Mlada, if I could 
inform you of any thing that might be of the leaſt Ad- 
vantage; and Fll ſpare no pains 

Sir Cred. Very well, Sir, but will you be pleas'd to 
let me hear my Daughter ſing ? | 

Beau. I waited your Commands, Sir. I have 
juſt recollected the Scene of a little Opera, lately com- 
8 which the Lady and Lwill ſing together 

lere Madam's your Part. 

Belina. My Part, Sir? 

Beau. Pray make no Difficulty, Madam, but permit 
me to inſtruct you in the Nature of the Scene we 
are going to ſing. I have a very indifferent Voice, 
but ?*rwill be ſufficient if I can make my ſelf under- 
ſtood ; Sir Credxlous will have the Goodneſs to pardon 


me 


Sir Cred. Ay, ay, are the Verſes ſine? 
Boau. Tis a. little Extempore Opera; fo that what 


| you hear ſung will be a kind of numerous Proſe, ſuch 
as 


Be 


Bel 


as the Paſſion and Exigency the two Perſons were in, 
inſpir'd 'em with off-hand. | | 
Sir Cred. Very well, begin then. | 
Beau. The Subject of the Scene is this. — A 
oung Shepherd being debar'd the Sight of the Fair 
e ws. 3 by the Confinement ſhe was under from 
the Moroſeneſs of a Father, the Violence of his Paſ- 
fiongnade him ſpeedily reſolve to apply for Conſent, 
which he 6btain'd her Permiſſion to do; but at the 
fame time is inform'd that another Match was con- 
cluded on for his Charmer, and all things prepar'd to 
celebrate the Ceremony ; thus ſting with Anguiſh 
and Deſpair, he reſolves on a Stratagem to introduce 
himſelf into the Houſe of his Shepherdeſs, that he 
might learn from her own Mouth, her Sentiments, 
and his Deſtiny, There he meets with Preparations 
for all that he fears. Judge. you, Sir, judge you, 
Madam, what a-cruel Stroke this muſt be to the Heart 
of our Shepherd. He caſts the moſt languiſhing 
Looks on the Beauty he adores, till the Tranſport of 


his Paſſion makes him break thro' all Conſtraint, and 


addreſs her in this manner. [Sings. 
4 DIALOGUE SONG. 


Beau, Ob Silvia, *tis too much to bear; 
- "Break cruel Silence, and reply; 
Your Love, or your Diſdain declare; 
Say, muſt I live, or muſt I die? 


Belina, In this Extremity of Pain, 
HW ben Looks and Sighs my Paſſion prove, 
To ſtrive to hide it is but vain, 
Ab Thyrſis! need I ſay I love? 


Beau. Ob] what tranſporting Wordt I hear 
Once more, and all my Doubts remove: 
Ab Silvia, I but dreamt I fear. 5 
Belina. Yes, Thyrſis, I muft own ] love. 
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Beau. 4 thouſand times thoſe Words yeheat. 
Belina. Yes, Thyrſis, thee alone I lo uo. 
_ Did ever Muſick ſound ſo ſweet ! 
gain Th 
Belin. Yes, Thyrkis, thee I love. 
Belina. But, Shepherd, ſay, may I beleve | 
; bat you will ne er my He eive? 
Beau. No, let Experience be the Teſt, 
. IF hich loves the longeſt and the beſt. 


* ; "Tis done and may the Poqers above 
* C Blaſt thoſe who firſt prove falſe to Love, 


Sir Ovred And what ſays the Father to all this ? 
Beau. Nothing at all. 

Sir Cred. Why then, let me tell you, Sir, the Father 
Was a Fool to bear with ſuch Impertinence, and ſay 
nothing. In ſhort, your Play is of very ill Example. 


The Shepherd Tyhyrſis is an impertinent Coxcomb, and | 


the Shepherdeſs Silvia a ſaucy. Minx, totalk at that rate 
before her Father : Let me ee that Paper 
there? Heyday ! where are the Words you have been 
ſinging all this time? Here's nothing but Notes 
Beau, Oh Sin - as for that — they — they 
have lately invented a way of writing down the Words 
in the Notes themſelves. Np 
| Sir Gred. O! have they ſo? Your Servant for that 
Ir 


Enter Primroſe. 


Prim. Tfaith, Sir, I'm o' your Side now, and renounce 
all that I ſaid Yeſterday. Here's Squire Looby come 
with his Uncle to make you a Viſit. You'll have a 
charming Son-in-Law ! *tis one of the genteeleſt wit- 
tieſt Mortals that ever was ſeen. He ſpoke hut two 
Words, and they quite tranſported me. Oh! Madam, 
you'll be in love with him at once. | 

Sir Cred. (To Beaumont, who is going.) Won't you 
Ray and ſee the Gentleman that is to marry my Daugh- 
| ter, 
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ter, Sir? He's the Nephew of my Phyſician, and a ve- 


ry wealthy Gentleman of Corneal. 


Beau. My Company, Sir, mayn't beſo proper at pre- 


fent ; ſo I'l1 wait in the Hall to give the young Lady 

another Leſſon when the Interview is over. 

«, 3's [ Exit Beaumont. 
Sir Cred. Your Servant, Sir 

are. Come, put your ſelves in Order. 


Enter Dr. Mummy and Looby. | 


Sir Cred. Youwll excuſe me, Gentlemen, from un- 
covering my Head ; you know the Conſequence, Sir, 


tis but your own Orders. 


rſt: 


Mum. We are inall our Viſits to conſult the Welfare 
ofour Patients My Nephewand I, Sir, are come 
here to expreſs the Ecſtaſy we are in for the Favour you 
deſign us, of admitting us into your Alliance. 

Sir Cred. I receive the Honour you do me, Sir, 
with a great deal of Satisfation; and nothing which 


a poor ſick Man can do to return the Obligation, ſhall . 


be ever omitted, 
Mum, Come, Nephew, advance, and make your 
Compliments | | +4 
Loob. Muſt not I begin with the Father ? 
Mum. Yes. 


Loob. T-with I may remember all my Speeches. Aide. 
— ir, I ſalute, acknowledge, cheriſh, and revere 


you as a ſecond Father; but a ſecond Father to whom 
I way juſtly ſay, that I'm more indebted than to the 
I was his Son by Neceſſity, but am yours by 

1 own Free-will. And as much ſuperior as the 
aculties of the Mind are to thoſe of the Body, ſo 
much more valuable do I efteem this future Filia- 
tion. ? 
Mum. My Nephew, Sir Credulous, has been at Ox- 


ford | 
, Prim. Ay, Heavens bleſs him! he talks as if hg 
ad S 


Lob. I think that was pretty well done, now, 
Mum. Optime. to the Lady, tothe Lady, 


H L coby. 


O! here they 


— — — yg 0p We — 
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Looby. Madam, tis with much Juſtice that Heaven 
has beſtow'd on you the Name of Mother-in-Law.— 
Fir Cred. Held, hold, Sir, that's not my Wiſe; *tis 
my Daughter you are talking to. 
Loob. Say you ſo? Where's my Lady then? 


Sir Cred. She'll wait on you preſently. 
Loob Shall I ſtay 'till ſhe come, Uncle? 


Mum. No, no, make your Compliments to the young 


Lady firſt, . 5 

Loob. Madam, IT feel my ſelf animated and enli- 
ven'd by the Sunſhine of your Beauty. Permit me 
therefore, Madam, at the Altar of your Charms, ta 
make an Offering of my Heart, which aſpires to no 
other Glory than that of being your . humble, 
moſt obedient, and moſt faithful Servant, Slave and 
Husband. | 

Sir Cred. Well, Madam, and what ſay you. to this 
how )? 

; Belina. I ſay, Sir, that. the Gentleman does Mira- 
cles. | 

Prim. Ay, if he proves but as good a. Lover as ke 
ie an Orator, and makes as handſome Preſents. to me as 
he does Speeches to my Lady He's a wonder- 
ful Galant, that's all. „ 

Sir Cred. My Eaſy-Chair here, quickly and 
Chairs for the Company. Sit you there, Daughter. 
ou hear, Sir, how every body admires your 
Nephew. 

Mum. Sir, tis not becauſe he's my Nephew, but I 
think I may ſay that I've Reaſon * ſatisfied with 
him; and all that ſee him ſpeak of him as a Perſon 
that has no Unluckineſs in him. He never indeed had 
fach a LivelineG of Imagination, or Readineſs of 
Wit, as may be obſerv'd in ſome People; for which 
Reaſon T would have had his Father made him o' the 
Faculty. When he was little, he never was what 
they call Reguiſh or Waggiſh, but was always. cloſe, 
quiet, and taciturn. *T'was with the utmoſt Dith- 
Culty they taught him to read, for he was nine Years 
old before he knew his Alphabet. Good, ſaid I to 
my ſelf, your Trees that grow the floweſt, bear the 


beſt Fruit; that Backwardnels to comprehend, that 
bo Heavineſs 


— 


] 
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Heavineſs of Imagination, are ſure Preſages of a fu- 


ture good Judgement, He was then ſent to the Col- 
lege, ſince which I have never ſeen him till laſt Night; 


but I find, ro my Comfort, that ke's turn'd out ac- 


cording to what he promis'd. ; 
Loob. Yes,. Madam, for you muſt know I'm a Juſtice 
of Peace in my own Country. 


Prim. That's charming indeed, Madam. Why, 


u have met with a Benefit-Ticket here, truly—— 

hat, to be the Juſtice's Lady, and be coach'd down- 
to his Worſhip's Borough 7 Pao which you'll find 
moſt fruitful in Aunts and Couſins. Then to be in- 
troduc'd into the Beau Monde, and viſit the Bailiff's 
Lady and the Exciſeman's Wife, who will do you the 
Honour of the Elbow-Chair, and Upper-end of the 
Table. Then at Chriſtmas-time you'll have a Ball 
in his Worſhip's great free-ftone Hall, accompany' d 
with a fine Concert of a Dulcimer, a Baſs-Viol, and 
two Pair of Bagpipes. | ; 

Looby. Ay, ay, ay, ay, ſhe'll want for no kind of 
Recreation for that matter, for we have the Players 
there too in Summer-time, and the Merry- Andrews, 
and your Leatherdeman Folk. And——Whu! let 
us alone for jovial Doings, I warrant ye. | | 


Prim, That's pure, Flt ſwear; There's no with- 


— ſucha Match, Madam, | 
Sir. Cred. But ſee, here comes my Wife, 


Enter Lady Hippiſh, 


My Love this is Dr. Mummy Nephew. 

Looby. Madam, tis with great fuſtice that Heaven 
has beſtow'd on you the Name of Mother-in-Law, for 
by all Laws, bork Divine and Human—you are—Ma. 


dam, you interrupted me in the middle of my Speech, 


and made me quite forget what I had to ſay. | 

Mummy, Relerve it, Nephew, for another Opportu- 
nity. | = 
Sir Cred. J wiſh, my Life, you had been here juſt 
now. al, 
Prim. Ah, Madam! you don't know what you haves 


. 
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loſt by not being here at the Second Father, the futurs 
Filiation, and the Offering up of the Heart. 

Sir Gred, Come, Belina give the. Gentleman your 
Hand, and plight your Troth to him. 

Belina. Sir fo 5 

Sir Cred. Sir. What d'ye mean by that? 

Belina. I beg, Sir, you won't think of hurrying 
things at this rate; * us time at leaſt to know one 
another, and ſee if our Inclinat ions are mutual or 
NOt. a ; 

TLoob. Look'e, Madam, for my Part, Tve no Oc. 
caſion for waiting u_ longer, I'm ready, if you are— 
and fo let's ſee your Hand. | 

Belina. But I am not, Sir; your Merit, tho' tis 
very extraordinary, has not made ſufficient Impreſſion 
TEE Doin: | ner © man 8 
Loob. S'nigs! why ſo waundy coy now !- de,] 

& Londoners 150 a 4 4 Modeſty, 1 Hel 
at. 

_ Prim.; Lack-a day Madam, why ſhould you make 
ſo much Reſiſtance ? Sure, tis a moſt defirable Alliance 
Law and Phyſick Phyſick and I aw 
they are both ſuch honourable honeſt Profeſſions, that 
I don't know which ought to ſtand firſt, 

Lady Hip. Why, Miſs has fix d her Inclination per- 
haps ſome where elle, and modeſtly made a Choice for 
o 2 

Belina, If T had, Madam, it ſhould be ſuch a one as 
might be warranted both'by Reaſon and Honour, 

N Sir Cred. Hey-day! I make a very pleaſant Figure 
ere ! 

Lady Hip. If I were in your Place, Child, I ſhould 
be apt to diſpute the Election with her tho', and ei- 
ther make her take the Perſon I thought proper, or 
E know what I'd do. 7 HIND 

Belina. Oh, Madam ! I'm ſenſible of your Aﬀection 
for me; but perhaps your kind Endeavours may not be 
fortunate enough to ſucceed. | 

2 Hip. Perhaps not, for fuch prudent well-bred 
Daughters as you, Madam, whoſe Actions are all war- 
Honour, make a Jeſt of the O- 

„ pedience 


ranted by R 


much as bluſh at the * Leudneſs. 


'The Doctor the Diſeaſe, 49 


dedience they owe to a Father, and ſcorn to take Coun- 
ſel from auv but their own Heart. 1 
Belina. The Duty of a Daughter is not unlimited, 
Madam, and neither Law nor Reaſon makes it extend 
to ſome Caſes. 15 
Lady Hip. That's to ſay, y ou are very willing to be 
married, but you are not willing your Father ſhould 
have any hand in the Match. The young Lady, you 
find, my Dear, has a mind to choole for her ſelf, fo 
you muſt not preſume to interpoſe; to ſay the Truth, 
ou have no Occaſion, Miſs is certainly come to Years 
of Difcretion. | | ; 
Belina. If my Father canꝰt approve of the Perſon I 


like, I conjure him at leaſt not to force me to take one 
that I never can like, 


Sir Ced. Gentlemen, I beg your Pardon for all 
this. | | | 

Belina. Every one, Madam, has their End in mar- 
rying, As mine 1s to give my Heart where I give 
my Hand, I think there's great Precaution requir'd in 


the Choice. There are ſome who marry only to be 


free from their Parents Reſtraint; then there are o- 
thers, you know, Madam, who make Wedlock a 
Trade, who marry only to get good Jointures, and 
paſs without Scruple from Husband to Husband, with 


no other View but to bury them all, and make up a 


Fortune out of the Ruin of their Families; ſuch in- 
deed ftand little on Ceremony, the Perſon of the Man 
is the leaſt thing they conſider. 2 

Lady Hip. Good lack! Miſs, why, you harangue 
finely to-day; but I would willingly know, mec hinks, 
what you mean by all this? . 

Belina. I, Madam! I mean what I ſay. 

Lady Hip. You are ſuch a Fool, Child, that poſi- 
tively there's no enduring of ou — You have a 
lovely forward Girl, here, my Dear; nay, her Mo- 
deſty is remarkable every where; for when we were 
at the Play laſt, tbere was ſome beaſtly Speeches 
which made all the reſt of us cover our Faces, and ſtop 
our Ears; but Miſs fat as calm and barefac'd all the 
while, as if ſhe had been at a Sermon, and did not ſo 


Delina. 
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Belina. You perhaps, Madam, are better skill'd in 
Leudneſs than I am; for my Part, I ſaw none at all in 
it. Ialways conſider things on the Side they are ſhewn 
me, and never turn em to look for what's not fit to 
be ſeen, „ 

Lady Hip. But a Woman's Modeſty and Virtue: 

Belina. A Woman's Modeſty and Virtue don't lie 
in Grimace, Madam; that affected Niceneſs which is 
ſo much ſheck'd at the Shadow of things, will often 
bear with the Reality, Don't you remember, Ma- 
dam, that the. very Footmen cry'd out, That your 
—4 were more chats than all the reſt of your Per- 

on. 3 . 
| ——_— Hip. Your. Infolence is not to be equall'd, 
hi 

Belina. 1 know, Madam, you want to. provoke me 
to make you ſome impertinent Anſwer; but I tell you 
beforehand you ſhall not have that Advantage over 
me. | 
Lady Hip. You don't know, my Dear, how filly 
you are. 
Helina. No, no, Madam, tis to no purpoſe. 

Lady Hip. You have a ridiculous Pride, an tmper- 
tinent Preſumption, which make you odious to every 
Creature. N 5 

Belina. That won't do; I'll be diſcreet in ſpite of 

ou; and to deprive you of the Hopes of ſucceeding 
in your Deſign, I'll inſtantly remove my ſelf out of 
you Sight and ſo, Madam, your moſt obedient. 
| [Exit Belina, 
Sir Cred. Hark'e, Belina, there's no Medium in 
this; either reſolve within theſe ſix Hours to marry 
this Gentleman, or go ſeek your Fortune, which you 
leaſe. | | | | 
: Mum, Well, Sir, my Nephew and I will take leave 
of you for the preſent. s | 
Sir Cred. But ſtay, Sir, and tell me a little how I 
am firſt. | . 

Mum. [ Feeling his Pulſe.] Um —— all is not right 
here, we are a little too much upon the Hurry fill. 
This capricious Pulſation ſhews the Machine to = 

; | muc 
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much · out of order, and indicates a Defect in the Pa- 
renchyma Splenicum, that's to ſay, the Spleen. : 
| SirCred. . Ha! Dr. Opium was with me this Morn- 
ing, and told me my Diſtemper lay in my Liver. . 
Mum. Ay, ay, when you ſay the Parenchyma, you 
mean both one and the her, becauſe of the ſtrict 


Sympathy there is between em, by means ef the Vas 


Breve; he ordered you no doubt to eat all your Meat 
roaſted. 
Sir Cred, No! all boil'd. * 
Mum. Ay, ay, roaſted, boil'd tis the ſame 
thing he order'd right. | 1 
Sir Cred. But Sir, be pleas'd to tell me how many 


Grains of Salt I may put into an Egg. 


Mum. Six, eight, ten, by equal Numbers, as we - 
preſcribe in Medicines by unequal Numbers. 
Sir Cred. Sir, your Servant, —— Well Gentle- 


"men; I ſhall expect you again in the Evening, when 


cn thing ſhall be ready io ſolemnize the Nup- 
tials, : 8 
Aum. Vour Servant, Sir. | 
Looby. Your Servant till then, Sir; your Servant 
till then. 8 [Exeunt Mummy and Looby. 
Sir Cred. My Life, what ails thee? Why doſt thou 
look ſo concern'd, my Dear? I pr'ythee give thyſelf 
no Uneafineſs for the Behaviour of that Minx, I'll 
humble her, I warrant thee. 
Lach Ho. Oh! my Dear, you little kno'y, what 
Angurh ] feel. | | 
Sir Cred. Lack! lack 
Lady Hip. To be accus'd of Ingratitude and want 
of Love for thee, my Soul —— Oh! the bare- 
Thought oſ it is Horror inconceivable My Heart is 
fo ſwol'n that I cannot ſpeak, and I believe twill kill 


= [Cries aloud. 


Sir Cred. [Ru 7 towards the Door bis Daughter 
Went out at.) Oh! Baggage, I would I had thee here, 


I'm forry I kept my Hands off the Gipſy, and did not 


break her Bones on the Spot. Come, my Chuck, 
dry thy byes, dry thy Eyes. Ods heart ! I'm ready to 
weep my ſelf to ſce thee take 'on ſo. I have a good 
mind to turn the Slut out of my Doors. 


r 


——— 
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Lady Hip. No, no, sir Credulous, tis I that muſt 


ut an End to theſe unhappy Diſſentione. I ſee what 
ne: fineſs I occaſion here, and find there's a Neceſ- 
firy for my lea ing the Honſe. 20 | 

Sir Cree. How, my Life ! what's that thou ſayſt? 

Lady Hip. I'm envy'd and hated, and all Endeavours 
us'd, I fee, to make you ſuſpect me. 

Sir Cred. But you find, my Love, what heed I give 
to em. 

Lady Hip. They'll not Rop here, yon may he ſure ;. 
and ER bes Stories which you * res may one 
Day gofſibly meet with Credit; and then Oh / 

Sir Cred. Never, my Soul never. 

Zach Hip. Ah! my Dear, a Davghter may eaſily 
miſlead her Father. We had better therefore part at 
once, my Soul, which will remove the Cauſe of theſe 
Family Diſcords, and prevent any farther Aſſaults on 
my Reputation and yet tis Death to me to think 
of parting from thee too. [Cries, 


Sir Cred. Oh dear! Oh dear ! if thou talk'ſt at this 


rate any longer, thou w1't break ny Heart, Part from 
thee! No; but I'll part from the Huſly that's the 
Occa ſton of this; and it ſhe makes the leaſt Difficulty to 
marry the Gentleman to- night, I'll ſend her into the 
Country to-morrow, and confine her there for Life. 
Lady Hip. Alas ! my Heart, not on my Account; I 
forgive her every thing, bear her no III-will, nor lay 
any thing to her Charge; I wiſh I could do her any 
Service, with all my Soul. | 
Sir Cred. Generous Creature 


Lady Hip. Bur to live with her after this, is what 


I can't Heaven knows what the malicious World 
would immediately think on't ; they'd ſay that I did it 
ont of nothing but Folicy ; and, becauſe I knew 
my ſelf guilty, pretended a charitable Zeal for my 
Accuſer. 


Sir Cred. No, no, my Life, ſhe ſhall be kept at a 


diſtance, Ipromiſe thee. | 

Lach Hip. Well, my Dear, I muſt leave thee for 
the preſent, I have a little Buſineſs in the City which 
= be neglected; and I ſhall go by Mr. Cranny's, 
if you have any thing to ſay to him. | | 6a 


lo 


— . . .,.... ⅛ OOO 


Dockòör + 
dir Cred. Ves, my Heart, call on him then be ſure, 
and bid him make haſte with you know what, for Fir 
fgn and ſeal this very Night. 

Lady Hip. Alas! my Soul, all the Riches in the 

World have no Charms for me, unleſs I enjoy them 
wth my Jewel; and if I do receive of you the Gift 
you deſign me *tis only becauſe I'm afraid the E- 
tate will fall into Hands that will make an ill Uſe 
of it. 
Sir Cred I know it, ray Dear, I know it very well. 

| Lady Hip. Stay, my Love, you forget you can't 
walk 2 — Cos, | , | [Going for his Cane. 

Sir Cred. That's true indeed my Life This Wo- 
man loves me ſtrangely ! 'tis incredible how much ſhe 
loves me ! [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Baues Chamber, 
Beaumonr, Belina, and Agnes, 


bf 


* 


Belina For Heaven's ſake, let us take care we are 
not ſarpris'd ; if we ſhould be ſeen together now, all 
would be ruin'd.———Dear Naggy, have an Eye, and 
tell us if yon ſee any _ | 3 | 

Agnes. Yes, Siſter, I have look'd in every Corner, 
there's not a Mouſe ſtirring. —9 

Beau. Dear Belina, how great is my Pleaſure ! and 
what a Loſe am Tat to expreſs my Affection Whilft 
I had nothing but the 2 of Looks in my PO. 
er, I thought I had a thoutand things to ſay; but now 
Loe obtain'd the wiſh'd-for Liberty, Joy ſtifles my 
Words, and I'm ſilent. | "5 
_  Belina. But tell me, Beaumont, have you thought of 
any thing to favour our Deſigns ? Shall we be able to 
ſet aſide this hateful Match? | 

Asnes. Siſter, Siſter, here's my Mama! 

N Undone! you that way, and I this, quick, 
quick. | | 

Aones. No, no, ſtay, ſhe's gone down another way. 

Belina. I with.ſhe bs not ſeen or overheard us. 


eau. 
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Bean. Ves, Belina, we have ſeveral Stratagems in 
hand, all ready to produce upon occa ſion, which your / 
Uncle and Primroſe have engag'd to execute: But, as,, 
in Comedies, tis good to defer the Pleaſure of a gur- : 
2 and not anticipate what will be afterwards ſeen, 
yours be the Diverſion; without inquiring into the: 
Springs:weſhall chuſe to play. ' 


WI 

Enter Primroſe. F 

te 

Prim. Come, han't you done yet? | ,AU 
Beau. But, dear Belina, fuppoſe all dur Endeavours 

ſhould fail? which Heaven forbid !- | 
Belina. What ſhall I ſay to you? | 
Beau. What ſhall you ſay to me! | 


Belina. Ay. | | | - 
Beau. What any one would ſay who really loves—— d 
That in ſpite of your Father's Power you'll: reſolve I * 
to be mine, | ab 
Belina. Oh! Beaumont, tempt not my Duty with 
the Propoſals of a terrible Extremity, which I hope £®® 
we never ſhall come to; but this be aſſur'd of, that as 
PH never be forc'd to give my Hand _—_ In. II 
Clinatiens, ſo I will never give it againſt the Obedience 
which is due to a Father. e 
Beau. How Belina! = i 
Belina: No, ſo well as I love Beaumont, Twould not 
even for him throw of my Sex's Modeſty, and a 
Daughter's Duty. | . 
Nan. Very well, Madam, I perceive what your 
Affection is by your Reſolution. 
Belina. Why, what would you have me to do, Beau. 
mont: | 
Beau. Do, Madam! why accept of this Husband by 
all means. is | 
Belina. Y ou adviſe me to it 3 8 
Beau. Ves, the Choice is glorious, I think. 
Belina. Very well, Sir III follow your Advice, 5 
Beau. Very readily, don't queſtion, Madam. his 
Belina. As readily as you give it, Sir. 8⁰ 
Beau: I gave it to pleaſe you; Madam. | 


Belina. 


— — — 


The Doctor the Diſeaſe. 35 
:Belina. And to pleaſe you I take it, Sir. 
Prim. So! what will this come to? 
ur- Seau. Is this your Love then, Belina? | 
en | Belina. Pray let us talk. no more of that; you told 
the; Ine freely, that I ought to accept of the Man my Fa- 
ther propos'd, and I declare I intended to follow your 
wholſom Advice, | 
Beau. Don't excuſe your ſelf, Madam, upon my In- 
tentions; that's only catching at a frivolous Pretence to 
authorize your 1 
urs Belina. You may think fo, if you pleaſe, 
Beau. Yes, yes, I know I may. 
Belina. I he loſs is not great, you'll ſoon make your 
Rf eaſy under it. | 
Beau. If I can, I will, yon may be ſure of it, Ma. 
dam; if I can't effect it, I'll at leaft feign it; for tis 
ve an unpardonable Baſeneſs to teſtify Love tor one that 
abandons us. F 
ith || Belina The Sentiment is certainly noble and ſublime, 
pe and I would have you follow it by all means. 
a Beau. I am ſufficiently inſulted, Madam, and will 
n.- immediately content you, (Coing. 
ce Belina, Very well. | | 
Beau. [Returning] Remember, however, that. I only 
[follow your own Example. ND 
ot: | Belina. My Example! Be it ſo. \ 
a || Beau. Enough; you ſhall be punctually obey'd. 


ur* | - Belina, So much the better. 
Beau. [ Returning.) Hey: 
ge! Relina. What? 8 
| Beau. Did not you call me ? 

y || Selina. II- -youdream ſure ! 
; Beau. Well, I'll be gone then. 
dam. 

Belina. Farewel, Sir. ; 

Prim. O'my Conſcience, you are both of you ra- 
ving mad ! I had only .a mind to ſee how far it ,would 
g0 — Hark'e, Sir. [Taking Beaumont by the Hand. 
Beau. What would you have, Primroſe ? 
Prim. Come hither. | a 
2. Beau. No, I'm reſoly'd-—— 


Farewel, Ma- 


Prim, 


$6 | The Mot her- in- Lam; or 

Prim. Howl ↄ¾—w ee e ES 
Belina. My Preſence drives him away, I'll leave th 

Place. 80 | . 


Prim. Where are you running? EET Ax 
[Leaving Beaumont, and running to Belinaf 
Bielina. Let me go, & > 5 

Prim. You muſt come back, I tell you. 

Song : [Bringing her back 

Beau. The fight of me, I find, diſturbs her; I had 
better make her eaſy. 5 Going. 
Prim. [Leaving Belina, and running again to Bean. 

mont.] Again! give over this Folly, and come here 
both of you. Kre you mad to have this Quarrel, 
wen you ought to be conſulting your mutual Safety? 
Beau. Did not you hear how ſhe talk d to me ? 

Prim. Are you turn'd Fool? 

Bielina. Did not you ſee how he us'd me? 

Prim. Fools alike ! She has no other Deſire than 
to keep herſelf for you. He loves you alone, and 
wiſhes only to be 1 give me both 
your Hands. ours. 

Beau. What does this ſignify? [Giving his Hand. 

Prim. Oh! Come, yours. 
Bielina. To what End is all this? [Giving her Hand. 

Prim. Come, come, quickly. You both of you 
love more than you imagine. 

Beau. Don't do things with Uneaſineſs. Look 
on me without Hatred, Madam. [Belina turns her 
Eyes on Beaumont, and ſmiles.) That Look has 
ſtung me to the Soul ! Oh, Belina, forgive the Raſh- 
neſs of my Paſlion ; *rwas nothing but Exceſs of jea- 
lous Fondneſs. | | 

Prim Come, none of your filly Excuſes to waſte 
more time ; *twould be mighty proper you ſhould be 
ſeen together now. Go you immediately and in- 
form Mr. Heartly of the Part he's to 31 Get you 1n- 
to your Cloſer, and be ready to fall ſick at a Moment's 
Warning if it ſhould be neceſſary, whilſt I play the 
Duce and all below Stairs 

Beau. Whatever may be the Conſequence, Belina, 


my greateſt Hope is in your Conſtancy. 


Prim. 
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Prim. Lud! what filly Creatures Lovers are! I 
ſhall now have more Difficulty to part em, than I had 
juſt now to bring 'em together — Go, I ſay, 

' Belina, You may depend, SiFa— 

Prim. What a Clack yours is ! 
this way, this way. [Puſhes off Belina. 

Beau. Well, Primroſe, I don't know how we ſhall re- 
ward thee for this Induſtry. 

Prim. Oh, Sir ! I deſire no other Return but the 
Pleaſure I take in doing it; Virtue, you know, is its 
own Reward, 

Beau. Yes, a Chambermaid's Virtue is moſt literal- 


ly ſo ; for if ſhe can get nothing by keeping it, ſhe'll - 


be ſure to part with it for ſomething. | | 
Prim. Ay, Mr. Beaumont, but the World's to blame 
in placing all Virtue in une fooliſh Thing. Why, 
there's my N piſb, now, is a perfect She-Devil 
in every thing elſe, but ſtill ſne's a Woman of Virtue. 
She robs her Husband, and ruins his Children; but 
ſhe's a Woman of Virtue. Defames her Friends, 
and pays her Servants no Wages; but becauſe ſhe has 
not Good-nature enough to give any Satisfaction to ano- 
ther, ſhe's a Woman of moſt ſtrict Virtue, forſooth. 
When ſuch an honeſt Gipfy as I, muſt be vilify'd and 
deſpis'd, only for having too much Humanity to let a 
young Fellow die at one's Feet; well, tis not right, 
I ſay ; tis my Opinion; | 


— 


That ſhe's with moſt heroick Virtue bleſt, 1 
Who ſpares no Pains to ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 4 
Nor ſpares no Coſt to heal the Love · ſick Breaft, 


The Endof the Third Am. 
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* 


* 


Be gone, I ſay, | 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I 


S CE N E, Sir Credulous Hippiſh's 
Houſe. 


| Sir Credulous in bis Eaſy Chair. 


'ERCY on us ! why does not this Mr. Galley- 
M pot come? ¶ Looking on his Watch. ] O ſhame- 
il !. Here's a whole Morning has been thrown away, 
without ſod much as taking one fingle Medicine, 
Theſe A pothecaries are bewitch'd ſure ! *Tis a horri- 


ble thing a poor Creature muſt be left to die for want 


of a Bolus. On here.———No, tis my Wife 
88 my Love, you had been gone inte the 
= - | 


2 


Enter Lady Hippiſſi. 


Lady Hip. I was prevented, my Life, by an Aceci- 


thought it my Duty to inform you of before I 
. went. As I paſs'd by Belina's Chamber, juſt now, I 
ſaw a 8 ellow in earneſt Conference with her. 

Sir Cred. How ! a young Fellow with my Daugh- 
ter ! | 

Lady Hip. Yes, The Regard I have for you and 
your Family, my Dear, made me endeavour to learn. 
what they were talking of, but I could hear nothing to 


the purpoſe= only a few luſcious Expreſſions, 


and a Contrivance how to cheat the old Gentleman, as 
dam .- | 

ir Cred. Luſcious Expreffions, d'ye ſay ? =—— — 

The old Gentleman! hat old Gentleman 


Wo?: 


Ar. A.-. .-A -A- 


— 
— 


. — 1 : 
—— Tank Woe Sn 2s 


Ou 


So 


ve 


I 


tome here. 
Lach Hip. I will. 
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2 can't gueſs, Child: Not yon, to be 
ar one ſhould think not. But your 


Fo 
1 Daughter, Agnes, was with. *em,. and can tell 


ou al 
" Sir Cred. Send her to me here, my Love; ſend her 


Good by t'ye, my. Love, for 
alittle bre uh ; I'll fee thee again as ſoon as poſſible. 


Sir Gred, Goodby to thee, my, Life. [ Exit 2 
Hi ppiſh.) Ah, that impudent part Belina !. I don 


wer now at her Obſtinacy. 


2 2 nter Agnes. 


s. What would you have, Papa? My Mama 
wid me that 1 wanted to ſpeak with me. 


Sir Cred. Ves, come here nearer turn this 
way look up look upon me. 

Ares. Well, Papa. 

Sir Cred 8o! 


Agnes. What So, Papa? 
Sir. _ Have you nothing to tell me? 
Agnes. Yes. 5 11 tell you the Story of the Aſis Skin, 
or the Fable of the Goes andthe Fox. 
Sir Gred. That's not what I ask you. 
Agnes. What then? 
Sir __ Ah you cunning Gipſy——you know 


_Iivell — what I mean. 
n 


Agnes. Indeed, Papa, but I don't. 

Sir Cred. Is chis the way of doing what you was bid ? 
Did not. I order yon to come and tell me immediately 
very thing that you ſaw ? 

Agnes, Yes, Papa. 

Sir Cred. And have you done ſo, pray? 

Agnes, Yes, Tam come to tell you every thing I 


have ſeen. 


3 Sir ed Very well; and what have ou leen to-day 


7 Nothing, Pa 
Sir Gred. Nothing! ** 


Agnes, — 7 | 
_ e 


4 . 


"= The Mother-in „ Law, or, 


Sir Cred. 0 "I ſhall make you ſee ſomething pre. 
ſently. © [Shaking bis Cane | 


* * 0 a Papa 
Sir Cred Vou little Counterfeit, you did not tell me 


du faw a Man in your Siſter's Chamber. 

Agnes, Why, my Sifter forbad me, Papa; but I'll 
tell yon every thing. 

Sir Cred. ta ke care you tell me the Truth then; 
for here's m y little Finger that knows all, will tell me 
if you lye. 

Agnes, Bat, pray; Papa, don'r let 4225 Sifter know 
that I told 


Sir Cred. bs no. 
Agnes. Why then, Papa, there « came a Man into 


my Siſter's Chamber as I was there; J ask'd him what 


he wanted; and he told me that he was her — 


Maſter. 
Fir Cred Oho ! the Matter's out now. This is he 


Opera-monger, with his Shepherd and Shepherdef ! 


Well, and what then ? 

Agnes. M. y Siſter came in after, and cry'd, Be gone, 
be gone ; ; for Heaven's ſake, be gone; I'm in Pain for 

; and we fhall certainly be catch d. 

Sir Cred. What then? 

Agnes. —_ he would not be gone.. 

Sir Cred. What did he ſay to her? 

Agnes. He ſaid I don't know how many things to 


Annes. Ay, but what? 
Agnes. He ſaid This, and That, and T'other; that 


be lov'd her mightily ; and that ſhe was the prerticl 


Creature imthe World. 
Sir Cred And then? 
N Why, and then he fell upon his Knees to 


* 


Sr Cred.” And then * 

Agnes. Why, and then he kiſs d her Hand. 

Sir Cred. And then? | 
Agnes. Why, and then he ſwore to be true 0 ker, and 


She ſwore to be true to him. 


Sir Gzed, And then 2 


| you've not yet to 


it; I have not Strength ſo much as to ſpeak. 
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Aenes. Why, and then they quarrell'd a little. 

Sir Gred. Quarrell'd, did you fay ? 

Annes. Les, Papa, ä 

Cir Cred. Very well, I like that. And what then ? 

Agnes. Why then 1 more loving than ever. 

Sir Cred. How ! and w 
then ?, 3 | 

Agnes. Why, and then 

Sir Cred. And this is all ? 

Annes. Yes, indeed, and indeed, Papa. 

Sir Cred. Ay, but my little Finger mutters as if 
there was ſomething elſe.— Hold, ay, ay, fo, ſo; 
ay, my little F ng tells me that you've ſeen ſomething 
d me of. 

[Putting bis Finger to his Ear. 
—2 Ah, Papa, your little Finger is a Story- 
ter. - - 8 8 0 : 

Sir Cred. Have a care what you ſay. 

Agnes, Pray don't believe it, Papa, for it tells Fibs, 
upon my Word. _ „ 
Sir Cred. Very well, very well, we ſhall find that. 


they parted. 


— Get you gone, and be ſure you take notice of 


every thing you ſee. | 
Agnes, Les, yes, Papa, Ill be ſure to mind what 
you ſay. [Exit Agnes. 
Sir Cred. Lack-a-day! how do theſe Buſineſſes diſ- 
tract me! I have not ſo much as Leiſure to mind my 
Indiſpoſition. In truth, this is inſupportable. 


[Sitting down in his Chair. 


Enter Heartl y. 


Heart. Brother, how is it? How d'ye do? 

Sir Cred. Very ill, Brother, very ill. 

Heart, Very ill! | 

Sir Cred. Yes, I'm ſo very faint, you'd hardly think 


Heart. Good lack ! that's hard indeed. 
come hither, Brother, to propoſe a Match for my 


Niece Belina. 


Sir Cred. [Riſing out of his Chair in a Paſſion, Bro- 
ther, don't ſpeak to me of that Baggage ; ſhe's a bale 
5 L | imper - 


I am 


hn, 


t then ? Huſly ! and what 
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impertinent, ſaucy Quean, aud I'll make | "= CSE | 


that I am her Father. LEN 85 
Heart. So, 10, this is mighty well; I'm glad to find 
our strength return a little, and that my Viſit has 

done you ſo much good. Bur now, Brother, I de- 

fire you'd inform me, for what Reaſon you would 
force your Daughter upon this Match, which ſhe's fo 

- averſe to ? | | | | 

Sir Cred. For what Reaſon, Brother, am I Ma. 
ſter of my own Family, but to do what I pleaſe 

R 4 — 1 | 

Heart. My Lady, I ſuppoſe, does not fail adviſing 

you to get rid of your Children at any rate. 

Sir Gred. Ah, there's the Thing. My Lady, poor 

Woman, is ſure to be brought on the Stage; tis ſhe 

that does all the Miſchief, for certain; and all the 

World will have it ſo, I ſuppoſe. 


Heart. No, no, Brother, we'll leave her out of the 


Queſtion then. She's a good Woman, that has the 


beſt Intentions in the World for your Family; is free 


from all manner of Self.-Intereſt; has a marvellous 
Tenderneſs for you; and ſhews an inconceiveable Af- 
fection to your Children, that's certain. We'll ſay 
no more therefore of her, but return to your Daugh- 
ter. With what View would you marry her to this 
Nephew of Dr. Maummy's ? | | 
Sir Cred. With a View of having ſo skilful a Phyſi- 
cian as Dr. Mummy, related to me. : 
Heart. Is it poſſible you ſhould always be ſo be- 
witch with your Doctors and A pothecaries, and 
reſolve to be ſick, in ſpite of the World, and Nature 
it ſelf? | 8 | 8 
Sir Cred. What d'ye mean by that, Brother? I have 
been under the Doctor's Hands here, and taking Phy- 
ſick, for theſe Twenty Years, and yet I'm not ſick, I 
warrant. | 5 
Heart. I mean, Brother, that 'tis a plain Sign 
you have a ſtrong Conſtitution, when, with all the 
Phyſick you have taken, you've not been able to de- 


ſtr oy it. 


Sir ore. 


The Doftor the Diſeaſe, 83 


Sir Cred. But do you know, Brother, tis that keeps 
me alive? Dr. Murmy has aſſur'd me that I ſhould 
abſolutely go off, it I were but three Days from under 
his Hands; but this Dr. Mummy knows nothing, I 
ſuppoſe in your Opinion. —— 
Heart. Oh! yes, he can talk good Latin; call all 
Diſtempers by their Names, in Greek ; knows how to 
define em and diſtinguiſh em. But how to cute 
em, is what he doesn't know. 

Sir Cred. But, Sir, with Submiſhon ; there are 
People as wiſe and clear- ſighted as your Worſhip, 
_ in caſe of Sickneſs have Recourſe to him for 

ane; | . 
 #eart: There are a great many Trades, you know, 
that rake Advantage of rhe Frailty of Mankind, and 
get their Bread from the lucky Prepoſſeſſion of Er- 
ror. And as the greateſt Weakneſs Men have, is the 
Fear of Death, upon That the Quack builds his For- 
tune and Reputation. | 

Sir Ced Ves, Sir, but Dr. Afummy's no Quack; 
he's a regular Phyſician, and one that has not rhe leaſt 
Artifice or Craft, but deals ſincerely and conſcientiouſ- 
Iy by his Patients. | 

Heart. Right; fo far from meaning ill in what he 
preſcribes, that he diſpatches out of pure Princi- 
ple; and does no more in killing you, than what he 
has done by his Wife and Children, and what upon 
occaſion he would do by himſelf, | 

Sir Cred. Hold, Brother, ſay no more againſt Dr. 
Mummy, J intreat you, for it raiſes my Choler, and 
will bring my Diftemper upon me. | 

Heart. I've done, Brother; and to change the Diſ- 
courſe, I muſt tell you; that you ought not to take 
ſuch a barbarous Reſolution with regard to your Daugh- 
ter, | 


Ener Galleypot, with a Bolus and Draught, in bis 
| | Hand. | 


| Sir Ored Hold, Brother. a little, with your Leave, 
Heart. What are you going to do: 
: Sir Cred. 


=— The Mot ber- in- Lam; or, 

Sir Cred To take this Bolus and Draught from Mr. 
Galleypot, I ſhall have done it preſently. 

Heart. You jeſt, ſure ! Can't you be one Moment 
without ' ſwallowing ſome Drug or other? Put it off 
till another time, and let Nature have a little Reſpite 

ow. 

Sir Gred. Well then, to-night, Mr. Galleypot, or to- 
morrow Morning. : OR 

Galley. What Bufineſs have you, Sir, to * me - 
Preſcriptions of the Faculty ? The Phyſick is pre- 
=D and won't keep, Sir. And fiace you hinder 

is Worſhip from taking my Bolus, I'll come upon 
you, and you ſhall take it tor him. 5 

Heart. Be gone, Sir. You are not us'd, I ſee; 
to talk to People's Faces. | 

Galley. Medicines are not to be jeſted with, Sir, nor 
my Time to be loft. I came here by Dr. Mummy's 
Order, and ſhall acquaint him how I have been hin- | 
der'd in the Performance of my Function | 

5 [Exit Galleypot. 

Sir Cred. Brother, you'll be the Cauſe here of ſome 

Michiel. 

Heart. A great Miſchief indeed! ſpoiling a Bolus of | t 
Dr. Mummy's Preſcription Once more, Bro- |! 
ther, is it impoſſible to cure you of the Doctor, for 
that's your Diſeaſe, and nothing elſe ? p 


Sir Cred. Brother, you'll make me mad. I wiſh 
you had my Diſtemper, and then we ſhould ſee if - a 
would rattle at this rate. Hah ! here comes Dr, | Y' 
Mummy, and Fury in his Face too; Heaven preſerve | K 
us! | 6 1 
Enter Mummy, and Primroſe. 
m 


Mummy. Very fine! this have heard a very 

pleaſant Story from Mrs. Prin:roſe here; my Preſcrip- 
tions contemn'd, and my Medicines rejected. HH 
Sir Cred. Indeed, Sir, it was not | 
| Mummy. Sir, *tis a very great Inſolence, a rank Re- | 
| bellion in a Patient againſt his Phyſician. ol 
ona Horrible! © | 


Mummy. 


y 
2 


No 
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Mummy. A Bolus that I took the pains to make up 
my ſelf. 3 oh | ? 

Sir Ered, *T was not me. | 2 | 

Mummy. Invented and compos'd according to the 
niceſt Rules of Art! 

Prim. Monſtrous ! ; 

Mummy. And which was to have. wrought Miracles 
upon the Animal Spirits! 

Sir Cred. Twas my Brother 
Mummy. To ſend it back contumaciouſſy. 
ir Cred. Twas he 

Mummy. Tis an enormous Inſult on the Faculty. 

Sir Cred. He was the Cauſe —_ | 

Mummy. Such a Crime. againſt the Profeſſion as can 
never be enough puniſhed. f 

Prim. Right Doctor. 5 

Mummy, I therefore declare, that from this time 
forth I hreak off all Correſpondence with. you. 

Sir Cred. "T'was my Brother 

Mummy. I'Il have no Alliance with you. 

Prim. You'll ſerve bim right, there, Doctor. 

Mummy. And to prevent any Relation between us, I 
thus deſtroy the Deed of Gift I made to my Nephew 
in favour of the Marriage. : 

Prim. Im glad o'that; let him take it for his 

pains. | . | 
Sir Gred. Tis my Brother has been the Occafion of 
all this Miſchief ; let it be brought again, and, to make 
you amends, I'll double the Quantity. : 
| Mummy. I ſhould have fer. you to rights in a very 
little time. | 
Prim. He does not deſerve it. Ro 
Mummy, I wanted but a Score or two of Medicmes 
more, to have done your Buſineſs effectually. 
Prim. He's unworthy of your Care, | | 
Mummy. But, ſince you refuſe. to be cur*d by my 
Hands . 
Sir Cred Ah ! Brother, Brother ! 
Alummy. Since you have withdrawn from me the 
Obedience a Patient owes his Phyſician 
Prim, That cries for Vengeance. 


1 


Mummy. 
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my Regimen and Preſcriptions 


ECErir Ered. Not at all, not at all. 1 
Mummy. J abandon you to your evil Conſtitution, 


- 


Life, the Condition your 


+ 


to the Acidity of your Stomach, the Alkaleſcency of 


your Blood, the Acrimony of your Bile, and the Fe- 


culency of your I'll-humours. 
Prim. Well ſaid! | 


50 Alummy. And have declar'd your ſelf rebellious to 


Mummy. And my Will is, That within theſe four | 


Days you enter on an abſolutely incurable State. 
Sir Cred. Ah, Mercy! Mercy! 
Mummy; That you fall immediately into a Diſpep- 


Si Gred, Good Pr gor Ry vice 
ummy. From a Diſpepſia into an Apepſia;- 
— Cred. Doctor ea * "7 
Mummy. From an pep ia, into a Liemeria. 

Sir Gred. Dr. Mummy } 4 

Mummy. From a Lienteria, into a Dyſenteria. 

Sir Cred. Spare me, good Doctor! 

Mummy. A 
Folly; has broaght you into. 
— — And ſo, Good by t'ye, Good by t'ye. 

. IE [Exit Mummy. 


Sir Cd O Heavens 1 I'm dead. Brother, you F 


have been the Ruin of me; T'feel the Faculty taking 
Vengeance of me already. na 

Heart. In good troth, Brother, you are out of your 
Senſes, and F would not for any thing- you ſhould be 
ſeen in theſe Fits. Pr'ythee feel your own Pulſe a lit- 
tle, and don't give up your ſelf to ſuch wild'Chimeras, 
Here's a lucky Opportunity now, of getting rid of 
your Doctors; or, if you are born to be a Slave to 
*em, you may eaſily procure another, with whom you'll 
run leſs Hazard than with this: | 


Enter Primroſe. - 


Prim. Joy, Joy, Sir. 
Sir Cred, What now 2 
Prim. Rejoice, Sir. 


Sir Creds For what? 55 
| | Prim. 


nd from a . into a Privation of Ir 


. noe oY 


S to 


tion, 
of 


Fe- 


92 


Wag before ſhe married my Father. 


ture herſelf, if we 


im. 
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Prim. Rejoice, I fax. 10 

Sir Cred. Why, I impertinent Huſſy, won't you 
Þrell me for what, firſt ? Abe 15 
| No; I'IF have you rejoice 'beforchand ; fing 


* 
- 


Prim. 
ad dance on 

SirCred, Was there ever ſuch a Slut? 
; Prim. You are cur'd, Sir. | 

Fir Cred. Cur'd ! | | 

Prim. Ay, there's a Doctor come to ſee you, that 
will cure you of all your Diſtempers at once. 

Sir Cred. Heaven forbid !- Pr'ythee who is it? 

Prim. I don't know him; but He and I are as like 
one another, as two Drops of Water, all but his 
Beard; and it I were not ſure that my Mother was an 
honeſt Woman, I ſhould ſwear ſhe had play'd the 


Sir Cred. Deſire him to walk up. Exit. Primroſe. 
Heart, This happens to your Wiſh one Doctor 
leaves you, and another immediately comes in his 
room. 1 
Sir Cred. Ay, but Doctor Mummy was perfectly 
well acquainted with my Conſtitution, and knew the 


Jvay to deal with me exactly — Oh) Oh! I feel at 
Heart all thoſe I don't know what to call em 


thoſe ſtrange Diſtempers he threaten'd me with, 
Heart. One would think Dr. Mummy held in his 


- | Hands the Thread of your Life, and by a ſupreme 
| Authority, could ſhorten or prolong it as he thought 


proper: Reflect a little, that the Principles of your 
Life are in yourſelf, and that Dr. Mummy's Anger is 
as incapable of killing you, as his Medicines are of 
keeping you alive. | 
Sir Gor Oh lack! Oh lack! And pray, wiſe Sir, 

| what would you, out of your profound 2 and 
ag adviſe one te do when one happens to be ſick, 
then? | | 
Heart, Nothing. | 
Sir Cred. Nothing! . | 
Heart. No, nothing, but keep your ſelf quiet. Na- 
let her alone, would graduatiy 
throw off the L,oad ſhe labours with. *Tis our own 
Impatience ſpoils all; for when we have but jnſt 
8 | Strength 


ET ͤ —— 


— —— — 


— — —— 


Art, Pray? 
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Strength enough to ſtruggle with our Diſtemper, we 
— ke loads of Drugs 8 burden us the — Be 
lieve me, Brother, it muſt be a wonderful robuſt Con 
ſtitution that is able to bear both the Phyſick and the 
Diſeaſe. | | 
Sir Gred. Mighty well, Sir, with your Nature and 
vou. hut is not this Nature to be aſſiſted by 
Heart. Lud ! Lud! Brother, how you are impos'd 
on ! When a Phyſician talks to you of aſſiſting, re- 
lieving, and 8 Nature; when he talks o 
ſweetning the Blood, ſtrengthning the Nerves, and 
reſtoring the Lungs, tis nothing but a ſpecious wa 
of prating, which gives you Words inſtead of Rea- 
ſons, and Promiſes inſtead of Effects: For when you 
come to make Trial, you find it a mere Dream, which 
—_ nothing but the Regret of having ever thought 
it real. | 


Enter Erimroſe, dreſs*d as a Phyſician. 


Prim. Sir, ” Servant. i 
Sir Gred. Your Servant, Sir. By my Troth, f] 
Primroſe herſelf ! | : | 
Heart. They are very like one another, indeed; but 
*tisn't the firſt time we've ſeen ſuch ſort of things. 
Prim. I hope, Sir, you'll pardon my Curioſity inf as 
| Re y P . 
viſiting a Perſon of ſo famous an Indiſpoſition as your F 
ſelf, and offering you my ſmall Services in relation to Y 
N Bleedings = Purgations you may have occaſion 
r : 


Sir Cred. Sir your Servant. IN 
Prim. I obſerve, Sir, that you look very earneſtly at he 
me, pray how old d'ye think I may be ? 
Sir Cred. Old ! _ Thirty, belike. | 
ö Prim. Ha, ha, ha! why, Tm above Fourſcore, 
ir. it 
Sir Fred. Fourſcore! F 
Prim. Ves; you ſee an Effect of the Secrets of my 


Art, that preſerve me thus lively and vigorous. 


Sir Cred. 
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Sir Ceed. T profeſs, a jolly Youth, for one o*Four- 
ſcore, if he could but have hinder*d the Growth of his 
Beard, Brother. =? | 
Heart. O! by no means; a Phyſician's skill hes 
chiefly in his Chin. | 

Prim. I am, Sir, an Itinerant Phyſician, who tra- 
vel from Town to Town, from Kingdom to King- 
dom, to find out Patients worthy of my Practice, and 
ht to exerciſe the great and noble Secrets of my Art 
upon. I ſcorn to amuſe my ſelf with the little Fry of 
common Diftempers, the Trifles of Rhenmariſms, 
Scurvies, Vapours, and Megrims, Give me your 
Diſeaſes of Importance, good Purple-Fevers, good 
Plagues, good confirm'd Dropſies, good Pleuriſies, 
with Inflammation of the Lungs. Theſe are what 
pleaſe me; theſe are what I triumph over; and I wiſh 
with all my Heart, Sir, that you had a Complication 
of em all upon you at once; that you were given o- 
ver by all the Phyſicians, and at the very Point of 
Death, that I. might demonſtrate to you the Excel- 
lency of my Medicines, and the Deſire I have to do 
you Service. 

Sir Cred. I am very much obliged to you, Sir, for 
your kind Wiſhes. a 

Prim. Let me feel your Pulſe: — - Come, beat 
as you ſhould do. Hey! this Pulſe plays the- 
Fool, Ye don't know me yet, I find 
Who is your Phyſician 7 | | 5 

Sir Cred. Dr. Mummy. 

Prim. Dr. Mummy! Who is he? I have not his 


Name in my Liſt of eminent Phy ſicians. Where does 


Liver. | 


wy 


wed. 


he ſay your Diſtemper lies? 
Sir. Cred. He ſays in the Spleen; others in the 


* 


Prim. They are all of em Ignoramus's; J ſay, that 
it lies in your Lungs. | 

Sir Cred, In my Lungs! 55 

Prim, Yes; where's your Pain? 2 8 
os Ered, I have every now-and then a+ Pain in my 

cad, as. e 0 
Frim. The Lungs exactly. | 

| M Fired. 
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Sir Cred Sometimes a Miſt before my Eyes. 

Prim. The Lungs. 

Sir Cred. Sometimes à violent Palpitation of the 
Heart. 85 

Prim, The Lungs. 
Sir Cred. At other times I am taken with a violent 
Pain in my Bets as if it was the Cholick. 

Prim. The 
tite to what you ear ? 

Fir Gred. Yes, Sir. 


Wine ? 

Sir Cred. Ves. 
Dem. That's the Lungs. You take a comfortable 
Nap after Dinner. 

Sir Ced True, Sir. 

Prim. The Lungs, the Lungs, I tell ye. What 


does your Phyfician order you to eat? 


Sir Cred. He orders me Broth. 

Prim Ignorant 

Dir Cred. Chicken. 

Prim. Tgnorant ! 

sir Cred. New-laid Eggs. 

Prim. Tgnorant ! 

Sir Cred. And above all, to drink a good deal of 

ater in my Wine. 

Prim. Ignoruntus, Ignoranta, Tanorantum !——— You 
muſt drink good, unmix'd Spenib Wine, to thicken 

your Blood, which is too thin You muſt cat 

good fat Beek, > pood fat Bacon, good Dutch Cheeſe, 
Ric=-Gruel, and Craw-fiſh Soup, to corroborate and 


ungs again. You have a good Appe. | 


Prim, The Lungs. You love to drink a Glaſs of 


onglutinate — — Your Dr. Mummy is an Aſs, and 


knows nothing of his Buſineſs.; I'll ſend you a Phy- 


Acian of my own bringing up, and will viſit you ſomes 


times my ſelf, whilſt I ſtay in the Town. 
Hir Gra. Sir, you'll oblige me e 
Prim. What the Duce d ye 4 en 9 
Bir Cred Do with it? 
Prim. Cut me off this Arma 
Vr Gred. Why de pray 
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ment to it ſelf, and hinders the other from thriv- 
ing? 
Sir Cred. 5 but F've occafion for my Arm. 
Prim. Here's an Eye too, which I'd have inſtantly 
pluck'd out, were I in your Place, 
Sir Cred. Pluck out my Eye / 
pe- | Prim. Don't you perceive it injures the other, and 
occaſions thoſe Miſts you complain'd of hut now? 


the 


lent 


Ie guided by me, and have it taken away directly; 


s of you'll ſee the better with your Left. 
Sir Cred There's no haſte for that, Sir; 'tis as well 


let alone. 

ble Prim. But hark'e, Sir, is there not a <a Gen- 
tleman, one Squire . that is to marry your 
Daughter? 


hat | Sir Gred. Ves, Sir, he is juſt arriy'd from Cormual | 


for that Purpoſe. 

Frim. The ſame: ”['was there bin was conſti- 
tuted and inducted my Patient, but feloniouſly with- 
up himſelf from the Remedies J had prepar'd for 

m 

Heart. Why, ay, Doctor, our Phyſick is Mo 
at any time; 15 that he has a ualhy ae your Caſh. | 

of Prim. Pardon me; I don't intend to loſe him ſo 
neither; he's tied and hound my Patient, and I'll have 


Prim. Don't you ſee that it draws all the Nouriſn- 


ou | him ſeiz'd wherever I find him, and either cure hing 


den for be the Death of him. 

cat Sir Cred. Has he any Diſtemper on e then ? 

ſc, | Prim. Yes: | 

ind | Sir Cred. What P pray ? 

nd Prim. No matter: 3 are olig"d to Secre⸗ 

hy- 9 Tis enough that 4 injoin you not to celebrate 
e Nuptials, — my Conſent er pain, of Wag 


curring the Reſentment of the Faculty, and 
the worſt of Maladies into your Family. 

8 Gred. Nay, if it be ſo . e I ſhall be i in no 

Hurry for the Match. 


Prim. Be ſure you don't. 


9 *of Diltempers, \hirteen To the Do- 


H- may run away 
muchas he pleaſes:; but Hl get a Decree again 
[= and 3 him to be cu d; N :tho* there were 


"TY 
— "= * . 
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3 
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9 
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* 
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zen ** His Body is mortgag'd to my Conduct; and it 
ſhall never be ſaid, that a Patient got the better of 


his Doctor. 5 | | 
Sir Ged. You: have my Conſent, Sir, to phyſick 
him your Belly full. TS FOE 
Prim. Farewel, Sir. Iam Sorry I muſt leave you 
fo ſoon, but I'm oblig'd to be at a gout Conſultation 
to-day, upon a Perſon that dy*d Yeſterday. 
Sir Cred. A Perſon that dy'd Yeſterday. 
Prim. Yes; to confider what ought to have been 
done to have kept him alive. and fo your Servant, 
. | 
_ Sir Gred.. Sir, your Servant. Sick People, you! 
know, are excus'd from Ceremony. [Exit Prirnroſe. 
Heart. This is a thorongh Doctor now, and talks 
like himſelf. _— 5 
Sir Cred. Ves, but he goes a little too faſt, tho” 
Heart. Oh ! that's the way of all your eminent Phy- 
ſicians. 5 | 
Sir Gred. To cut off an Arm, and pluck out an 
Eye; in order to make the other better ! I'd rather 
*twas not quite ſo-well. A pleaſant Operation truly, 


to make me at once both blind and lane. But 


you'll excuſe me, Brother, if I go to my Couch and 
take a Nap, for I'm fo fatigu'd with theſe Affairs, 
If you have a-mind to fit by me a Quarter of an Hour, 
* meet with ſome very good Books in my Study; 
There's a Treatiſe upon the Virtues of Water-Gruel; 
another againſt cating Fiſh or Fleſh; and another to 
prove, that we ought to eat both. | 

Heart.. Very well, I'll attend you, Brother. 

5 . Ireum Sir Cred. and Heart 


Enter Primroſe, as. having j» ft thrown off ber Dofor' 
| Dreſs, and pulling off ber Beard. 


Prim. So far, ſo good: I have look*d ont ſharp e 


all things yet; the Doctor's Buſineſs is done, I believe; 
and now I'll fo fatigue our Country Squire, that he 


Mall make more haſte back again than ever he did to 


come. O! here's my Chap, dreſs d Bridegroom like. 
*. | | Die 


nd ba wes ys 


Faſhion, for the Credit o'my Country. 


now, 
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her. LOO... 


Looby. Mrs Primroſe, your Servant. 

Prim. Sir, Your Servant. | 

Looby. You ſeem, Mrs Primroſe, to look at my 
Clothes, I was deſirous to put my (elf into the Court 


Prim, O' my Word, Sir, you make another-guiſe 


Figure than any of our Courtiers. 


Looby. Ay, why ſo my Tailor told me. The Suit 
is rich, and proper for him that wears it, and will 
make no ſmall Show and Noiſe here; Hey ? But, 
pray, can you bring one to the Speech of your La- 

? 


Prim. No, Sir. 

Leoby. Is ſhe gone out, then ? 

Prim. No 

Looby, Buſy, belike ? 

Prim. No. © : 

Looby. In Company, may be ? 

Prim. No. | 

. Looby. Um, um, that's ſtrange indeed! 

Prim. Why, look ye, Sir, my Lady is often abroad 
and at home, at tlie ſame time; engag'd, and yet do- 
ing eh in Company, and yet no Body with 
. * a Word, my Lady's an Oracle, and I am her 

rieſt. 5 

Looby, Then you muſt be brib'd, I ſuppoſe. [4fds] 

——- Give me your Hand, Mrs Primroſe; let you 


and I ſhake Hands a little, and then, belike, we ſhall 


be better acquainted, 5 
Laing her Hand, and putting a Purſe in it. 
Prim. Pſha! be quiet. Why, what a Fool *tis! 
[Aſide ; ſeeing the Honey. Um, no, Troth, the 
Man has more Wit than I thoughthe had. 
Looby. When I'm marry'd to yaur Lady, Mrs Prim- 


roſe, you ſhall have an excellent Place on't. 


Prim. Nou marry my Lady, Sir? Ef 
Looby. Why ay, I'm come on purpoſe ro marry her, 


Prim. To 


to marry her ? 


EE Looby. 
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Looby. Ves | 
Prim. In Marriage ſay ye? 5 
Looby. Yes, to be ture : how elſe can it be ? 
Prim, Umm ſorry for it. 
Looby. Sorry for it. 
Prim. 5 was thinking — but tis no matter, 
I beg your Pardon. | | 
Looby. What d'ye mean by that? 
Prim. Nothing, nothing. 
Looby. But, pray now ny 

Prim. Nothing, I tell you ; I ſpoke too haſtily. 

Looby. Nay, but I muſt know what's at the bottom 
of all this. | | 

Prim, No, no, 'tis'nt at all neceſſary you ſhould. 

Looby, Ods my Heart! but it is tho”. | 

Prim. Well, ii is, you muſt excuſe me there. 

Looby, By what you faid o'me, this Morning, Mrs, 
| Primroſe, I took you for my Friend. 

Prim. Ay, marry, no body can be more ſo; from 
the Moment I ſaw you, I felt an Inclination for you; 
I ſaw ſomething of Ingenuity. A 

Looby. Your Servant. 

Prim. Something lovely——— 

Looby. Oh, Mrs Primroſe ] 

Prim. So 2 | 

Looby. Ay, ſomething manly, as one may ſay. 

Prim. So cor dial. 

Looby. Ah, ſweet Mrs Primroſe. 

Prim. This is all true. But here is a Thing that 
one's Neigbbour's Intereſt is concern'd in. 


— 


Looby. Hark ye, Mrs Primroſe, here's this Ring you | 


muſt wear for my ſake. Nay, *tis in vain to ſay, 
No; for wear it you muſt, And this, I hope, will 
oblige you to open your Heart to me. 
Prim. Let me ſee, I'll conſult my Conſcience a lit- 
tle on the Caſe, — In the firſt Place, here's my Maſter 
purſuing his own Intereſt, and endeavouring to pro- 
vide for his Daughter as advantageouſly as poſſible, and 
we onght to do no Man an Injury in ſuch an Affair. 
Not that the thing is any manner of Secret; but 
ſhall I go diſcover it to one who's ignorant of — 2 

a 0, 


8. 
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No, we are forbid to ſpeak Evil of our Neighbour, 
that's true; but then on the other fiide—— 

Looby Ay, now for t'other fide / 


Prim. Here's a worthy Gentleman, who's a Stran- 


ger to the Tou n | 
Looby. And has been ſtrangly us'd in it. 
Prim. Who comes thro? Thick and Thin, with an 


honeſt Intention to marry a Woman he knows nothing 


of an open-hearted Gentleman 


Looby. And a Man ot Parts, too. 


Prim. Who places a Confidence in me as his F riend, 


has preſented me with a Purſe moſt curiouſly wrought. 

Looby, Of Twenty Guineas. ; 

Prim. And a Ring to wear for his Sake. 

Looby. Which colt Twenty more, 

Prim. And ſhall I ſee this courteous generous: Gen- 
tleman abusꝰd and impos'd on, without ſo much as tel- 
ling him of it? | | 

Looty, No, to be ſure. | 

Prim. Well, I find I may let you into Matters, 
without wounding my Conſcience ; but let us endea- 
your to tell 'em in the gentleſt way poſſible, and ſpare 
People as much as we can o ſay that this young. 


| Lady o'mine leads a diſhonourable ' Life would be a 
| little too harſh; let us therefore ſeek ſome milder 


Terms to expreſs our Meaning by. The Word, 
Gay, perhaps may do it ; no, that dosn't quite come up 
tot. that of compleat Coquette ſeems to hit our Pur- 


poſe the beſt. 


Looby. Cocket ! Cocket! What are your Cockets? 
Prim. Oh! your Coquets! Sir, are you prancing, 


prattling, gaming, galloping, witry, wanton, fine 


Ladies; who rail at their Friends, jilt their Lovers, 
and cuckold their Husbands; and are true to nothing 
but Scandal and Strong - waters. 

Looby. Oho ! are they ſo ? are they ſo? I am not 
ſuch a Coxcomb then, as to have any Bufineſs with a 
Cocket. 1 * 

Prim. Why ſo ? there's not ſo much Harm in't as 
People imagine, perhaps. 7 

Looby. O! isn't there ſo? I'm your Servant for 
that; Til put no ſuch Cap on my Crown, I aſſure ee 5 

N 2 the 


Ty. 


— —— — 
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ms Brows of the Loobies are not made to bear Bran- 
ches. be, bo | | 

| Prim. Pooh, Pooh ! tis what Husbands now. a. days 
fit down farisfy*d under. If you can't ſo well bear to 
ſee it done under your very Noſe, why, you have no- 
thing to do but, when the Galant comes, to take your 
Cane and Gloves, and very civilly walk off 

* Looby. Good, good ! Ha, ha, ha! I am very proper 
Perſon to be made a Stalking-Horſe of, no doubt. 


They fanſy*d, I warrant ye, that Leonard Looby, Eſq; - 


had no Guts in his Brains, to inform himſelf how the 

World went, and to fee his Honour well ſecur'd in a 

Wife. But T'll go and ferret out old Night. cap, 

and let him fee, 1'cod ! that a Coyni/h Man is not ſo eaſily 

to be bubbled, [Exit Looby, 
Frim. Ha, ha, ha! a rare Gudgeon, truly ! 


Enter Servant, who eobiſpers- Primroſe 


Prim. Very well; bid 'em go up one after another, 
the Scotch Woman firſt, | 


Enter Beaumont, 


Beau. Hiſt ! Primroſe, is the Coaſt clear? 

Prim. V es, yes, old Argus, is employ'd above. 

Beau. Well, and how are we ? how came you off 
with your Scene of Quackery ? 

Prim. As Quacks of all forts do, Sir; with flying 
Colours. I ſoon routed the Doctor, and ran away with 
his Buſineſs. | 

Beau. Bravely ſaid! But where's our Squire? what's 
doing with hira ? | | 

Prim. Oh ! we are doing very handſomly by him 
above Stairs, | | | a 
* Is the Farce we contriv'd, in Action now, 
then? 
Pri m. Ves; Ha, ha, ha! He'll have enough of 


Wives, Dll warrant him. 


Beau. Well, but what have you for me to do 
Row ? N 
Prim. 


„ 


YT. oP 0 To W 
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Prim. Let it be your Buſineſs to contrive the Wind- 
ing- up of the Play, while I play. my Scenes with him. 
— Ton underſtand. | 
Beau. Ay, ay. | 


Prim. And as ſoon as J have planted him as I woul 1 
pbiſ pers Beaumont: 


Beau Very well; that will do the beſt of any thing 
in the world. Ee 227 

Prim. But here he comes Get you gone quick,. 
for we muſtu't be ſeen together. [Exit Beaumont. 


Enter Looby. 


Looby, What the Murrain can all this mean? Are the 


People in this Town all ftark mad ? 
Prim. What's the matter, Squire? 25 
Looby, I ſhall certainly be murder'd here in this 
curſed Place /= —jabbering Jades {brazen Whores !. 


Prim. How | What's that? 
Looby, Why, a couple of foul-mouth'd Carrions 


have been abuſing me at ſuch a rate, within; and pre- 


tend that I am marry'd to *em both, 

Prim. Marry'd to em bot! | 

Looby, Ay, and threaten me with Juſtice, and ſwear 
they'll have me hang'd, | | 

Prim, Mercy on us! an ugly Buſineſs a very ugly 
Buſineſs, and Juſtice here is as rigorous as Vengeance 
againſt that ſort of Crime. ALLE CER 


Locby. Ay; but I am as innocent o' the Matter as 


you be, Mrs. Primroſe. 5 | 4 

Prim. No matter for that; if yon are accus'd of it, 
tis enough. You have nothing for't, but to make 
your Eſcape as ſoon as you can; there's an Army of 


Conſtables after you already, I warrant *em. 


Looby, O Lud ! O Lud ! O Lud! for- Goodneſs 
ſake, what ſhall I do, Mrs. Primroſe ? Have you ne'er a 
dark Room you could hide me in? ne*er a Cupboard. 
that you could ram me intn ? | 


= 


Prim. Um T have hit on't. Come along with me 


quickly; I'll tell you the beſt way to get off, without | 
being known, | : 
| Looby 
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Looby. Dear Mrs. Primroſe, let us be gone then, di. 
rectly, for this Town rains nothing but Plagues. What 


the Murrain had Ito do, to come to London? 
[Exennt; 


8. CE N E changes ts Sir Credulous's Chamber. 
Str Credulous and Heartly. 


Sie Cred. Was ever the like ſeen ? Thope they'll have: | 


him hang'd.. 


Heart. You had like to have been finely fitted with 


à Son- in-Law. 


Si che Tis very true, that I had ſo. What thall I 
do in this perplexing Affair? Lam ſo confounded, I can 


fix on nothing. 


Enter Primroſe laughing and rubbing ber Handi. 


Prim. Well, Sir, I have been making Preparations: 


for the Wedding that's to be to _ 
Sir Cred. What Wedding, Huſfly ? CE 
Prim. Why, Madam Belina and Squire Looby's, Sir, 
And, as my Lady is out of the way, I have taken upon 


me to order a handſom Supper, a Concert of Muſick, 


and a 


Sir Cred. Why, you meddling Baggage, there's to be 


no Wedding, nor no Supper, nor no 
Prim. No Wedding! ay, but there is, tho 
Sir Cred. I tell you, there is not. 
Prim. Lack. a-day! Sir, you forgot your ſelf; didn't 
you ſay that it was to be to-night ? 
Sir Cred. If T'did ſay it, I unſay it again. | 
Prim You may do as you will ; but marry'd they 
mall be, now things are gone ſo far, that's poſitive. 
Sir Cred. Heyday ! whereabout are we ? — —— Why 


Prim I have more Love for you than to ſuffer you 
to make your ſelf laugh'd ar, for ſaying and unſaying in 


this manner. 
Sir Crad. T want none of your Love. 


Prim. But I will Love you, in ſpite of your Teeth: 
Sir Cred. 


li. 
lat 


t. 


th 


. 


bs, 
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Fir Ered. Will you hold your Tongue, Serpent? III 
make you be ſilent, or III | 
Prim. Beit ſo. But if I don't ſpeak, I'Il think. 


Sir Cred. Think as much as you will ; but take cane 
you don't ſpeak. [Turning to his Brother.) Brother, I 
am almoſt mad. What muſt be done? 


Prim. I wiſh I might ſpeak. 
| _ [She's ſilent when be turns his Head, 

Sir Cred What muſt be done, Brother ? 

Prim. Why, they muſt be marry*d. 

Sir Cred. I hen what I ſay, ſignifies nothing? Hey 
Ba age, Hey ! g | | 

Prim. What ails you, Sir? I don't ſpeak to you. 

Sir Cred. What then ? | 

Prim. I talk to my Self. 

Sir Cred. Very well. [Putting himſelf into a poſture 
to ſtrike her; and Primroſe, at every Caſt of his Eye, 
ſtanding filent.) I have thought ſeriouſly of it, Brother 
[To Heartly] Why don't you ſpeak ? 

Prim. I have thought ſeriouſly of it, and it muſt be 


fo, : [ Half aſide. 
Sir Cred. Why, you tormenting Beaft ! | 
| | Ef (Goes to flrike her. 
Prim, [Running out.) And therefore I'll go ſend for 
the Parſon this very Moment. [ Exit Primroſe, 
Sir Ered. Her Inſolence has put me mad ! How am 
I tormented on every hand ! Ah ! Brother let. me 
adviſe you never to marry. | 
Heart, Never a ſecond time, Brother, and a young 
ravenous Widow too. 


Sir Cred. That's not the Thing; I don't ſpeak of 


my Lady; ſhe's all the Comfort I have but, Chil- 
dren, Children, Brother, they are the Banc of Ma- 
trimony; they. are ſo many Serpents, which a Man 
hatches and breeds up only to fting him to Death for 
his pains. | 

Heart. We only think *em ſo, by not confidering 
em as what they are. The little Gaieties and Exceſſes 


of youth, are as much the Beauty and Perfection of 


that State, as Care and Policy are of Age; and yet 


becauſe they ant immediately grave and gray- headed, 
Sir Cred. 


ve are diflatisfy?d and offended, 


79 
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Sir Fred. Ah! Brother, no body knows the Care 
the Anxieties, the Pangs of a Parent, but thoſe who 
feel em; I profeſs, I am quite oppreſs'd and bore doyn, 
by em. Ah! Belina, Beli na Liding bis Eyes, | 
| Heart, Come, come, Brother, this is all Diſtemper; 
we'll talk more of theſe things by and by: In the 
mean time I have order'd an Entertainment | beloy, 
which will diffipate your Concern, and diſpoſe you to { 
judge the better of what's proper to be done. Thingy 
won't appear ſo diſmal, after a Song and a Dance: 
twill do you more good than all the Drugs in Mr. Ca. 


leypot's Shop. : 
In ſocial Mirth, and gay Delights, we find i 
The trueſt Cure for a diſtemper*d Mind. f. 

5 | tl 

The End of the Fourth 4. | p 


See 
ACT V. SCE NE I. II 


lit 

SCENE, The Square. | * 

| | „ fir 
Beaumont and Primroſe meet. 

TI 


Beau. EL L, Primroſe, how go we on? 
VV Prim. With Wind and Tide, and For-) 
tune herſelf fits ſmiling at the Helm. | 
Beau. Bleſſings on her for it! 
Prim. I have put our Chap into ſuch a terrible N + 
F right, about the Severity of the Law here againſt 7 
having two Wives, that he's reſolv'd to ſly for't; and , - 
that he may eſcape more eaſily from the Conſtables, | 
which I've told him are plac'd in every Corner to ap- F 
| 1 9 9 him, he's gone to diſguiſe himſelf in Woman's  », 
] —_— i= 8 | 


Beau. 


or- 


ble 
inſt 
ind 
les, 
ap- 
n's 


> 


Al. 


to go upon next ? 


Prim. Why, we have nothing now to do, but to ſow- 
the Seeds of Diſcord betwixt Husband and Wife, and 


the Day's our own. 


Beau. That will be a difficult Task, I fear; ſhe's a 


fly Beaſt, and won't eaſily be trap'd,  - 


Prim. Courage, Man; I have Snares for Foxes, as 


well as for Woodcocks. ; 


Beau. Thou art adear, charming, courageous Wench 


and thalt be rewarded accordingly. 


Prim. But ſee, here comes our Laſs away, quick, 
that he mayn't ſee us together; as ſoon as I've got him 


fairly pack'd off, I ſhall go ro work upon the old Gen- 
tleman within; and be you ready to appear upon pro- 
per Notice. | . 
Beau. Succeſs attend you. [Exit Beaumont 


Euter Looby, in Woman's Clothes. 


Prim. So, Squire, why you make a very graceful 


Figure! You've the perfect Air of a Woman o' Qua- 
lity. I defy them to know yon in this Equipment. 
Looby. ' Tis ſtrange, tho', Mrs. Primroſe, that the 
Forms of Law ſhould not be obſerv'd in this Town! 
Prim. But tis as I told you; they bang a Man here, 
firſt, and try him afterwards. | 
Looby. But when a Body's innocent | 
Prim. They never trouble themſelves about that 


— 


Then they have an intolerable Hatred for People of 


your Country, and nothing can pl-aſe em more than 
to ſee a Corniſh Man hang. d. | 


Locby. Why, what have the Corniſ Men done to em? 


Prim, Oh ! your Londoners are mere Brutes, and 
Enemies to the Gentility and Merit of other Places. 
For my part, I proteſt Lam in a terrible Fright for 


you, and ſhould never have any Comfort if you ſhould . 


come to be hang d. 


Looby. Tisn't ſo much the Fear of Death, as that 


Twould be ſuch a Blot in one's Scutcheon. 


O | Prim, 
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Beau. Ha, ha, ha / I ſhould be glad to ſee him in 
that Equipage . But now, P rimreſe, what have we 
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Prim. Right, I don't know if you wou'dn't lovfe [| 
yur Title of Squire by it. —Bur come, give me your Ito 
_ Hand now, and walk like a Woman; and talk, and fv 
give yourſelf all the Airs of Quality. 
Looby, Let me alone, I have ſeen People of Faſhion, 
all the Miſchief is, I have ſomewhat of a Beard. ql 
Prim. Pho! your Beard's nothing ; I have known 
many Women of Quality have a great deal more 
Oome, tet us ſce a little how you behave yourſelf— 
Good. | | 
Looby. T Mimicking a Woman in his Walking and the 
Done of his Voice.) Why, my Cauch, there! Where is my ni 
'Cauch ? Lard ! what a miferable thing it is to have 
ſuch Servants as theſe ' Muft I wait all Day on the 
Pavement, and will no body call my Cauch for me? hi 
Prim. 80. ; 
Looby. What no Cauchman to be found, no Page! 


| AH break the Neck of theſe Doings: Why Page! a 
Little Raſcal Isn't the little Fool to be found? 

Is there no Page there? — Have In th. 

Page in the Warld? | - 

Frim. Admirable! | po 

Ee y Conſtable and Aitendanis. 2 

1 


Cont Who have we here that makes this Outcry ? off 

hk A here's a Face that much reſembles what was de-  « 
Acrib'd to us. | the 
Looky, Tis not me, I aſſure you. 


Toft. How? how ! What's that? d 
Looty, I catiꝰ't tell. 5 + tho 
| Looſe "There's fonie Meaning in what you ſuid, aul 'n 
. R 8 
* -BODY. Nay, ua , $dod Gentlemen?! 3 
| 2 Ne whey your Manner and Diſguiſe, yot 
miſt neces be Squire Looby, whom we arc in gueſt of 
Set's away with him to Netwpate. 5 
Txzby. On ad 1 Oh dad Jim doum'd xo be hang d] 9 
chen, at laik, | tert 


Prim. Mr. Cyr Rae, for my Take, I venjurè you HN ? 
Naeh hin to Prion. IS 


S Tie be 
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fe | Prim. Come, I know you're a Man that will harken 


ur Ito Reaſon. Is there no way of adjuſting this Matter 
nd {with a few Guineas, or ſo: 


Conft. Stand off a little. [To his Attendants. 

on Prim. You muſt give him ſome Money quick, 
U 2 | 

quick, | {Ts Looby. 


Wn Looby. O curſed Town ! 
as [Pulling up his Petticoats to get at his Breeches. 
* Prim. Hold your Hand, Sir. 

Conſt. How much is there ? | 
the | Prim. One, two, three, four, five, fax, ſeven, eight, h 
ny nine, ten. | ; | 
ve | Conft. No, I can't do't; my Orders are poſitive. 
he Prim. Lard ! ſtay. [Zo Looby.] Quick, quick, give 

him as much more. 

Looby. But 

e? | Prim. Loſe no time, I tell you Sure, you have 
e Ja mind to be hang'd ! Here, Sir, here. 
d?  Corft. I muſt run away with him, and live with him, 
then; for I durſt not ſhew my Head again here, ; 

Prim. Then, pray, take great care of him, I beg 3 


you will. | 
Conft. I promiſe you that. 
Prim, gone then, quickly, Squire I 


_ youdo much, that I wiſh you a hundred Miles | 
o 9 


e· apc Good by t'ye, dear Mrs. Primroſe. That's 
the only honeſt Body I have met with in this Town. 

I LExeunt Looby and Conſtable. 

Prim. By t'ye Bubble and Fortune bleſs thee, for 

thou art one of her owa Dotard Brood. — put 

4 j ©m wanted by this time ſome where elſe, [Exit Prim. 


SCENE II. S Credulous's &hamber, 
＋ | j 
of Enter Sir Credulous and Heartly. 


al e. So, Brother, what think you of my En- 
tertainment ? Isn't it as goodas -a Doſe af d/ſafati- 


a FP 2 
Ver Grea, Ho J. good : frrlida is a: good thing, 


2 Ban. 


"+2 4 
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Heart. Well, Brother, ſince this Match is now at | 


an End, and you and your Doctor are at Variance with 
one another, I hope I may have the Liberty to pro. 
ofe the Perſon I was ſpeakingof for my Niece. 

Sir Gred. No, Brother, Fm reſolv'd to ſend her in. 
to the Country, and there confine her, for offering to 
oppoſe my Will and Pleature. I find there's a 
Love-Affair under the Roſe, and have diſcovered a 
"5M private Interview, which they don't think I 

ave. ES 

Heart. Very good, Brother; and ſuppoſe there 
ſhould be ſome Firtle Inclination in the Caſe, where 
would be the Harm of it? Vou have no reaſon to be 
- cant » fince nothing's intended ut what's honoura. 

e. | 

Sir Cred. Be that as it will, ſhe ſhall go into the 
Country, that I'm reſolv'd on. 


Enter Primroſe, 


Heart. I can gueſs, Brother, who put you on that 
Reſolution. There's one Perſon in the World you'll 
pleaſe by it, I'm certain. 

Str Cred. J underſtand. you, Sir; you are always 
touching on that String. My Wife is a great Hear:- 
burn to you. | LY 

Heart Yes, Brother, ſince *tis neceſſary to be plain 
with you, tis your Wife that I.mean; and J can no 
more bear your ridiculous Fondneſs for her, than that 
you have for Phyſick; nor endure to ſee you run hand- 
over-head into all the Snares ſhe lays for you. | 

Prim, Ah! dear Sir, don't ſpeak ſo of my Lady; 
ſhe*'sa Woman that no body can ſay any thing againſt ; 
a Woman without the leaſt Grain of Artifice or Deſign, 
and loves my Mafter there's no ſaying how much 
he loves him. 


Sir Cred. Ay, ask but her now, how exceſſive fond ſne 


3s of me. 
Prim, Moſt exceſſive! _ 
. Sir Cred. How much: Concern my Hlneſs gives 
ED. | | amy 


Prim, 


( 
1 
3 
| 
\ 
14 


Prim. True 


out [ 


v5 
| -ſhe's always praying that ſhe mighe 
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fee an End ot it. 


Sir Ored. And the Care and Pains ſhe takes about 


me. 7 8 

Prim. Right - Shall we convince you now, 
Mr. Heartley, and ſhew you directly what a ſurpri- 
ſing Affection my Lady has for my Maſter ?. er- 
mit, me Sir, to undeceive him, and let him ſee his 
Miſtake. | | 
Sir Cred. As how, Primroſe? | 

Prim. Hark, my Lady is juſt return'd. Do you, 
Sir, but ſtretch your ſelf out in your Chair, and feign 
your felt dead, you'll then ſee the violent Grief, ſhe'l 
be in, when Itell her the News. © | rk 

Sir Cred. He Um ! I profeſs I've a mind 
to take her Advice. No, no, I can never bear to 
hear the Shrieks and Lamentations ſhe'll make over 
me; and yet "twill be a Comfort to me to hear them 
too; and to feel her virtuous Tears bedew my Face and 
her ſweet Lips kiſſing my Cheeks a thouſand, thou- 
fand times, to bring me back again to Life and her 
Ah! Ah! verily, I'II do it; verily, Vildo it. And 
then, Sir, what will become of your fine Surmiſes? 
But, Primreſe, ar it thee not afraid that her very 
thinking me dead, will break her Heart? | 

Prim. To be ſure, Sir, if you ſhould keep her in her 
Fright too long. 1 * 
Sir Cred. Oh! let me alone for that; Ill make the 


Experiment this very Minute, this very Minute. 


Reach my Chair, here. [Setling himſelf.] So, ſo. 
Prim. Do you hide your ſelf in that Cloſet, Sir. 
| 25 $4 Lo Heartly. 
Sir Cred. But is there no danger in feigning one's 
ſelt dead: 55 | ns 
Prim, No, no; what Danger. ſhould there be? 
Tis only ſhutting your Eyes, and ſtretching your ſelf 
"Wartly.7 Now, now, Sir, we ſhall 
ſhew you your Error, with a Witneſs, and convince 
you how much you have injur*d the beſt of Wives. 
Zo Sir Credulous.] *T will be pleaſant enough after- 
wards, Sir, to ſee how blank your Brother will look. 
n=—wiicrc's my Lady! Cloſe, cloſe, you've no Bu- 
OI EST. n 3 P | LY: a 2 5 


4. Y by 
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ſineſs with your Cane; hang your Arms a little more 
dangling; and look more diſmal, than ordinary, if 

poſſible. N Cs | : 

4 E $16-4; D aa; TT RE” 

Prim. Oh Heavens] Oh fatal Misfortune,! What a 
ſtrange Accident is this! es | 

Lady Hap. What's the Matter, Primroſe? _ 
Frim. Ah! Madam, Ah! Ah! _ [Crying 
Lady Hip. What is it? What doſt thee mean by 
r i ns in. 

Prim. My er's dead, Madam. Oh! Oh! 
( 
Prim. Ay, alas! quite defanct. 

Lady 405 Art thou ſure of that? 

Prim. Too ſure, alas! No body yet knows an 
thing of this Accident ; there was not a Soul but my 
ſelf to help bim; he ſunk down in my Arms, and 
went off like a Child See there, Madam, how 
he lies ſtretch'd out in his Chair! 4 

Lady Hip. Now, Heaven be prais'd for the Sight. 
Primroſe ! what a Simpleton art thou, to cry ? 

Prim, Cry, Madam ? Why, I thought we was to 


_ cry. 


oy 


* 


Lady Hi 

good did ; of do above Ground ?!——2— 4 grunting, 
umbling, ill-hap'd, filthy Fellow, never without 
ome poiſonous Slop tn his Maw ; always coughing, 
hauking, and ſpitting ; for ever dying, and yet too 
much alive to get him under Ground. Thou 
poor, pitiful, credulous Fool, farewel. Sweet, 
charming, wanton Widowhood, thou only Recompence 
for Marriage Slavery ! thou only End and Aim of 

prudent Wives! once more, thou'rt welcome. _ 
Prim, A very excellent Funeral Oration. [Ab di. 


Lol Hip. Oh! how my Heart exults at Thougkt 


of Liberty, and long negleCted Joys ! Alas! poor 


Dear, thou haſt loſt, then, the ſmall matter of Breath 
thou wer't Maſter of. O* my , Conſcience, he looks 
better than when he was alive. This is the only time, 
Primroſe, J ever beheld him with Pleaſure. But, 


come, 


A great Loſs indeed, to cry for! What 


2 
if 


y 
y 
d 
w 


come, thou muſt aſſiſt me in executing my Deſign . 


and, depend on't, that in ſerving me, thou wilt , moſt 


effectually ſerve thy ſelf, Since then, by good For- 


Fane, Ho ehe yet acquainted with the Thing, let us 
1 


carry him to his Bed and keep his Death conceal'd till 
we Tre thoroughly ſettled our Affairs; and then, 
Primroſe, I'll enjoy the Pleaſure of Revenge too, in 
it's turn, and make Miſs Belina pay ſwingingly for her 


Inſolence. -Hah ! here ſhe comes, and her Fellow with 


— 


her; this is a little unlucxy. | : SY 
Prim. L Aſids.] Contafion ! What brings them here 
now? What can be the Meaning of this? or, what 
will be the Conſequence of this critical Scene? | 
I wiſh I could give them Notice, that they might 
know how how to behave———but ttis impoſſible; we 


Enter Beaumont and Belina, 


Beau. ( As he enters.) Yes, Belina, your Uncle has, 
by this time, made my Propoſal to your Father; I'll 
therefore no longer truſt my Paſſion to precarious Ar- 
tifice, but make my Claim with Openneſs and Honour. 
Belina. What al. thee, Primroſe? Why thoſe Tears? 
How does my Father do? | 
Prim. Ah! Madam. 
Belina. What's the matter? 
Prim. Alas! he's dead, Madam. 
Belina. My Father dead, Primroſe ? 
Prim. Yes, you ſee him there; he expir'd this Mo- 
ment in a Fit. | e : 
Boo: On? -- oo [Faints. 
Beau. Hah ! help here, Primroſe, ſhe faints, 
Prim. Tender Creature hut ſee, ſhe reco- 
vers. | | 
Belina. This is a cruel Stroke, indeed! to loſe my 
Father, who was every thing in the World to me; 


and to loſe him at a Time too, when he had conceiv'd 
a Diſpleaſure ere me ! the Thought of this adds 


bad % 


S tings to my Affliction. | 5 
Beau, Be comforted, Madam, nor ſtri de to aggra- 
| | hee os OL OBEY. vate 
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vate N by ſuch Reflections; Beaumont will 
Tupyiyithe Lets of aFather. {fl oh hn 

Belina, No, Beaumont, let's talk no more of any 
ſuch thing; I'm determin'd to retire into the Country, 
and be no longer converſant in this World. ——Yes, 


> 


my dear Father, if I have formerly oppos'd your In- 


clinations, I'll now execute one of your [Intentions at 
leaſt, and atone by that for the Diſquiet I have given 
you. | Tn : or 543447 þ Sx 45t7 | 
Lady Hip. You have Liberty to go, Child, as ſoon 
as you pleaſe 
which takes all manner of Trouble off your Hands; 


and you-may ſoon pack up, 1 believe, all that belongs 


to you. UB; 3+ v8 07k 114 
Prim, Ves indeed, Madam, our Father has left the 

ſole Diſpoſal of every thing to her Ladyſhip. 

Belina. Then my Calamity's compleat, indeed 


My Father! No, be did not, could not do it; 'twas 
that artful, wicked Wife, who ſeduc'd him into an 


Action ſo contrary both to his Reaſonand Nature. 
Beau. Let no: that Particular, Madam, .add any 
thing to your Diſtreſs; you have fill an affluent For- 


tune at command, and I rejoice at this Opportunity of 


adding ſome little Merit to my Paſſion. 

Lady Hip. Why, you both act your Parts miracu- 
louſly well! | © tis ets Sed 

Belina. Act, do you ſay ? No Madan, I'm no more a 
Counterfeit in Grief, than you are in Joy. | 

Lady Why, really, Child, we have both reaſon e- 
nough to be in earneſt, | 37 8 
Bau. Barbarous Monſter ! to inſult a Poverty, her 


on Treachery was the Cauſe f. 


. -Belina, But I ſhall not reſign my Right ſo tamely as 
you may think; the World ſhall made acquainted 
with the Story, Madam.—— — Yes, Madam, it ſhall 
know by what fcandalous Methods you practis*d- on 


my Father's eaſy Temper, to ruin, .moſt unnatural- 
1y ruin his own Children, to glut your Appetite for 


Wealth -and then, how ungratefully, how 1a- 
vagely you revell'd at the Death of this good deluded 
Husband, whoſe only crime was being fond of ſuch a 
Wife. | 5 [L iping her — 
La 


- — ec Ee EEO ei, 
* 


Thivea Will in my Pocket, here, 
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f Lady Hip. Whilſt Wan. yourſelf with theſe 
* 


fine Reflexions, Child, I'll beg leave to go and ſettle a 
little neceſſary Buſineſs. [Going out veturns.] But hold, 
in the firſt Place, let me ſearch for his Keys, for there's 
„ Noney and Papers I ought to ſecure. | 
* „ | [Going to bis Pockets; 
t Sir Cred. [Starting up.] Softly, ſoftly, Madam. 
1 CT TI 27 319551) | 
Sir red. So, Mrs. Wife, is this your extreme Love 
and Fondneſs for me? 2 eee 
Pim. Bleis us ! the dead Man alive again 
) 2 . 
Sir Cred. [ Looking at ſome time ſcornfully on hit Wife, 
aud tben running to Belina.] Ah! my dear Girl, come 
to my Arms, let me embrace thee, my Child. Thou 
art my own Daughter, my own Fleſh and Blood, and 
Im overjoy'd to difcover ſo much Good-nature in thee. 
Belina, How welcome and agreeable is this Surprize! 
Sir Cred. [ To Lady Hip.) I'm very glad, Madam, 
* ede your Affection, too, and heard the 4 
anegyrick vou made u me A grunting, grum 
Ing, filthy Fellow ; 1 8 — coughing, and 
ſpitting — Hey ! Miſtreſs. Ah! this is ſuch a 
Leſſon as will make me wiſer for the future, I believe. 
Lady Hip. Tis ſuch a Leſſon, Fool, as I ſhall: make 
thee repent having ever got from me. Thou ſhalt pay 
ſo dear for thy Wiſdom, as ſhall make thee with thy 
ſelf in eaſy Deluſion again. | $1 (ra 
Sir Cred Mercy © me] What a Woman tis 
Hark ye, Madam, don't threaten, for I ſhall now make 
you go {eek your Fortune, inſtead of my Daughter. | 
Lady Hip. Wilt thou fo, Man? x 
Sir Cred. I ſhall procure a Will to take all manner of 
Trouble off your Hands; fo you may ſoon pack up, 1 
believe, all that belongs to you. 
Omnes Ha, ha, ha! | +744 
Lady 7. Say*ſt thou ſo, my Soul? Haſt thou forgot, 
then, the Five Thouſand Guineas, and as much more in 
Notes, that were hid behind the Wainſcot ? 
 SirCred. Ods my Heart / what a Fool have I been 
Lady Hip, And now, thou ſhalt be altogether as 
great a Wretch ; for I'll fo chaſtiſe thee for this Curi- 
oſity ! Tit ſo trample on thee, Worm 2 | 
| | Sir Cred, 


88 The Mother- in- Lam; or, 
Sir ered. Out o“ my Houſe, I fag. 
Lady Hip. Ha, ha, ha! You talk wildly, my Dear; 
you are light-headed, and don't know it. To bed, 
to bed, Child, and ſend for a Doctor and Nurſe, in an 
Inſtant. 1 ä | | 
Belina. How, Madam! I can no longer hear to ſec 
my Fatherabus'd in this manner; and muſt tell you—— 

Lady Hip. Feace, Peace, Child, and ſhut your 
Mouth again; you'll ſay ſome fooliſh thing elſe, that f 
will make one bluſh for you. as 
Selina. Bluſh! Fy on you! you are an audacious 
wicked Woman, | X WW, 

Beau. Hold, Madam, tis in vain to make any Oppo- 
ſition ; where all Senſe of Shame and Decency is loſt, P 
Reproof is but thrown away, © 
. Lady Hip. Oh your Servant, Sir! by your ſage 
Looks and profound Silence, I really miſtook you for h 
arational Creature; but an Aſs is ſaon known when he 
offers ro bray. N Va _ 

Prim. T'gad, ſhe'll! prove too many for them all. 
Sir Cred. Was there ever ſach Impudence / I ſhall ge e 
mad indeed. IJ——_—__—_J- I'm all on Fire ! 

_ Hip Then ſet Open. the Windows, and cool A, 
your ſelf, my Love, whilſt I_go abroad in purſuit of | 
Pleaſure, I have been coop'd in an Hoſpital long e. Nc. 
nough; tis but juſt I ſhould now enjoy the Fruit of Ca 
my Labour. Oh! I ſhall fo haraſs you, my Dear, I tha 
that you ſhall with your ſelf as dead as you pretended | 
to be. „ „„Le LadyHip By, 

| Sir Cred. [ Following her to the Door.) Will you ſo, M. 
Miſtreſs? Will you ſo, Miſtreſs? I'll take care how Do 
you make uſe of your Inſolent Tongue in this Houſe N 
any more, tho I 1 — [ Returning.) Why, | 
why, what a ſhameleſs, terrible Tigreſs, am I yok'd to? Nel 

Heart. (From the Cloſet.) So, Brother, now you... 


_ f 1 
Sir Cred. Ves, yes; and hear too with a Venge- Nur 


ance. 80 . 
Prim I ſwear ſolemnly, I could never have imagin d x 
this. hs 


Heart. However, Brother, the Stratagem has not four 
been amiſs, ſince by this means you have iſcover d 12 8 


than you'll know what to do withal. 


The Doctor the Diſeaſe, 
real Sentiments of your Family, and learnt where to 
place yout Affection and Favours. 

Sir Cred. My dear Girl, how ſhall 1 requite thee for 


Al thy Goodneſs? 


92 


. Belina: By ſuffering me, Sir to ask one Bleſſing of 


u That if you can't approve the Inclination of 
my Heart, if you reject the honourable, generous 
Beaumont, L may at leaft live ſingle with my Father; 
that Favour's all I beg. „„ | 

Prim. Nay, Sir, can you hold out againſt all this? 

Heart Brother, can you be unmoy'd by ſo much 
Duty and Love! 1 . | 

Sir Ged. Well, let the Gentleman turn Phyfician, and 
Il conſent to the Match; turn but Phyſician, Sir, and 
I'll give you my Daughter. * 

Beau. I'd undertake much greater Difficulties on 
that Condition, Sir. ü 

Heart. But, Brother, I have a Thought come into 
my Head —ey'n turn Phy fician your ſelf; the Con- 


Þ veniency will be {till greater, to have within your (elf 


every thing an want. 
Sir Gred. 1 fanſy, Brother, you only jeſt with me. 


Am I of an Age fit to apply my ſelf to Study ? 


Heart. Pooh ! Study! you are learn'd enough in Con- 


I ſcience. Tis but putting on the Doctor's Gown and 


Cap, and you'Il have more Knowlegge in an Inſtant, 


Prim. Beſides, Sir, if you had no other Qualification 
than this Muff of 'yours, *twould go a great way. A 
Muff is more than Half in Half in the making of a 
. | 

Heart. True. 


Prim. And when once you are a Doctor, you'll be 


well in a Trice; ſor there's no Diſtemper ſo ſaucy as 
to meddle with the Perſon of a Phyſician. ho 
Heart. Nay, he has ſo much Skill already, that he has 
r'd himſelf of the worſt Diſtemper he had. | 

Sir Cred. What Diſtemper, Brother? 

Heart. Your Wiſe, Brother. You have nothing 
ore to do, but to purge off the Dodo, and you are a 


ſound Man again. 


Sip Grad. I hear you, Sir: 


g>. The Mather in Lan; , 


Heart. But now, Brother, give your Bleſſing here, 
Sir Cred. I do, and my Fortune along with it, as 3 
Recompence for ſo much Duty and Affection in my 
Child. | | | 1 
Heart. Tis generoufly done Thus you have 
made the Story of To- night, a moſt inſtructive Leſſon 
to the World. This juſt Reward of Duty in a Daugb. 
ter, and Diſappointment of a wicked Wife, will teach 
Mankind, n 


That rho* a while, with Grief and Cares o ercaſt, 
Virtue ſtill ſhines triumphant at the laſt; 
W hilſt Vice, like Meteors, with a fickly Flame, 
Glares for an Hour, then ſinks in endleſs Shame. 
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= EPILOGU E 


Spoken by Mr. CTBBER, Mr. GRIF- 
FIN, and Mrs. HE RON, in the Cha- 
rater of Headpiece, Hippiſb, and Primroſe. 


Mrs. matt 2 E ew | A= 
1 Mr. C ib. FJhere“s none. 
Mrs. Her... ——Pſat © © 
Mr. Cib. — — nb Jole, 
The Author <von't permit one to be ſpote. | 
Mrs. Her. No Epilogue ! the Man's a Fool, I' favear; 
Mr. Cib. Right, elſe he had not been a Wit, my Dear. 


A | ZHowe'er, he begs this Buſineſs Fdexiuſe ; * 
£3 And gives theſe Reaſons why he did refuſe: 
Firſt, to the Modeſt and the Fair, be ſays, 
The Epilogues in vogue to modern Plays, 
Are ſuch flat, nanſeous, ævitleſs, meanleſs Cant, 
He's ſure they'll gladly overlook the NM unt; 
And to that Sex ſuch Reverence he does bear, 
He ſcorns to rite what they muſt bluſh to Hear. 2M 
A, for the Griticks be can ne er think fit, | 
The' they ſhould damn his Play, ro damn the Pit : | | 
But, ſbould they condeſcend to ſmile————<uhy then . | 
To ſbew his Gratitude, he'll corite again. are 


Mrs. Heron advancing, and taking Mr. Cibber by t | 

Sleeve. e 

Ms. Tier. B hold, Sir, fince the Poef's ſuch an BF, © 
J. I ven ure to ſay ſomething for my ſelf. 

2 2 
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- This Moment Ia. eohiſper*d by a Smart 
Gag? s Life! my Dear, you've play'd an Under- part. | 
But he's miſtaken ———mine” s the nobleft Poſt, | 1 

In each great Houſe in Town cue rule the Roa ſt; 
For tho my Lady Wife may bounce and hector, 
And for a mrſplactd Pin, or Patch, correct her, 

Det ſtill, to make-amends for this Diſafer, 

Ae Maidis always Hi ſtreſi of her Maſter : 

T his the great Dames with ſo much Envy viewv, 

"They arejs like us, to rob us of our Due; 

In round-ear'd Coif, evhite Apron, and Ruff Gown, 
Your Lady Betties trip about the Town ; 

V bilſt nice Sir Fopling, and his Brother Beaux, 
Tranſport » ftep into their Footmen”s Clothes; 
Provdef the Oaken Club, and tuck'd up Hair, 

They then, firſt, really are what they appear: 
us none, Im fure, who are true Friends to Loves 
But _ my wo Character approve. 


Mr. -Grifin advancing. 


Mr; Srif. And ſure, Sir Hip can never fail ro nale 
The Dodtor now is the polite Diſeaſe; 
That Beau, or Belle, is judg'd unread, who doth not 
Ati ev'ry Meal quote Cheney and Arbuthnot ; N 
Applaud fair 25 gter, evith Champaign replete; 
2 af+ey ſix full Courſes, rail at Meat. 
"There r wwe. humbly hope, tho now-a- 
A ſudden Death's the Fate of moſt new Plays, 
Since from tbe Doctor's fatal Clutches get, 
A donger Life will be our fick Man's Lot, 


2 7 


Vo. 2 "Mr. Cibber advancing again. 
e » bor T, an Eſrex-Calf, and Headpiece FO ? 


RE 


2 
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That's wo neav Character fer me, you'll ſay, 

xa he Calf and Headpiece every Day. 

"Tow the Charge with Pride, ſince by that means 
¶ better could divert you in theſe Scenes: 

il For all the Fame aue aim at, is to raiſe 

- wes from ſuch Beauty, from ſuch Fudg ment . 
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